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THE  MEMORY  OP  ISAAC 
WATTS. 


RESTORATION  OF  HIS  TOMB  IN 

BUNHILL  FIELDS. 

The  ancient  graveyard  of  Bunliill  Fields, 
jjFinsbury,  is  often  referred  to  as  the  Dis- 
I centers'  burial-ground.  Isaac  Watts  is  buried 
Jin  it,  as  well  as  John  Bunyan;  but,  while  there 
Nhave  been  hitherto  many  visitors  to  the  grave 
J  of  the  author  of  the  "  Pilgrim's  Progress,"  few 
(have  turned  aside  to  seek  the  grave  of  the 
1  writer  of  such  popular  hymns  as  "  O  God,  our 
[help  in  ages  past"  and  "Give,  to  Our  God 
I  immortal  praise.'"'  The  reason,  no  doubt,  was 
I  that  the  tomb  of  Watts  was  difficult  to  find, 
J  almost  obliterated,  as  it  was,  by  age,  and  lost 
[among  the  crowded  memorials,  all  worn  by 
J  the  weather  to  a  common  greyish  tint. 

The  grave  has  now  been  lifted  out  Of  its 
I  obscurity.  The  altar- tomb  which  marks  it 
Ihas  been  renovated,  and  on  each  .  side  is 
i painted  in  bold  letters,  that  easily  catch  the 
J  eye,  the  great  name,  "  Isaac  Watts,  D.D."  This 
■  good  work  has  been  done  by  the  Deputies  of 
I  Protestant  Dissenters,  representing  the  three 
I  denominations,  Presbyterian,  Independent,  % 
land  Baptist,  appointed  to  protect  their  civil  I 
| rights,  and  they  are  having  a  special  service  \V 
ion  Friday,  November  28,  in  Wesley's  Chapel,,  f^ 
JCity-road,  E.C. 
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938  WATTS  (I.)  Poems,  chiefly  of  the 
lyric  kind  (Horae  Lyricae)  sacred  to  devotion, 
virtue,  etc.,  8th  Edition  corrected,  with  fine 
portrait  by  G.  Vertue  dated  1742,  Printed 
for  James  Brackstone,  1743,  in  handsome  old 
binding,  morocco  gilt,  g.e.,  fine  copy 
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POEMS, 

Chiefly  of  the  Lyric  Kind, 
In   THREE    BOOKS. 

SACRED 

I.  To  Devotion  and  Piety. 

II.  ToVirtue,  Honour  and  Friendship. 

III.  To  the  Memory  of  the  Dead. 


/V 

By 

I. 

wa  rrs, 

D.  D. 

The  E 

ighth   Edition, 

Corrected. 

Si  non  Uranie  Lyram 


Cceleftem  cobibet,  nee  Polyhymnia 
Humanum  refugit  tender  e  Bar  bit  on, 

Hor,  Od.  I.  irnltat- 

*A§ccvxtov  jxev  wpuret  Oeov,  vopa  uq  oioixeiTcti, 
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PREFACE. 


^p*|T  has  been  a  long  Complaint  of  the 
virtuous  and  refined  World,  that  Po^ 
efy,whofe  Original  is  Divine,  fhould 
be  enfiaved  to  Vice  and  Profanenefs ; 
j  that  an  Art  infpired  from  Heaven,  fhould  have 
fo  far  loft  the  Memory  of  its  Birth-place,  as  to 
be  engaged  in  the  Interefts  of  Hell.  How  un- 
happily is  it  perverted  from  its  molt  glorious 
Defign  !  How  bafely  has  it  been  driven  away 
from  its  proper  Station  in  the  Temple  of  God, 
and  abufed  to  much  Dishonour  !  The  Iniquity 
of  Men  has  conftrained  it  to  ferve  their  vileft 
Purpofes,  while  the  Sons  of  Piety  mourn  the 
Sacrilege  and  the  Shame. 

Th  e  eldeft  Song  which  Hiftory  has  brought 
down  to  our  Ears,  was  a  noble  Aft  of  Worfliip 
paid  to  the  God  of  Ifrael,  when  his  Right 
Hand  became  glorious  in  Power  \  when  thy  Right 
Hand>  0  Lord,  dajhed  in  Pieces  the  Enemy  : 
the  Chariots  0/ Pharaoh  and  his  Hefts  were 
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cafi  into  the  Red-Sea  ;  Thou  didjl  blow  with  thy 
Wind)  the  Deep  covered  them,  and  they  fank  as 
Lead  in  the  mighty  IVaters^  Exod.  xv.  This 
Art  was  maintained  facred  through  the  follow- 
ing Ages  of  the  Church,  and  employed  by 
Kings  and  Prophets,  by  David,  Solomon, 
and  Is  a  i  a  h,  in  defcribing  the  Nature  and  the 
Glories  of  God,  and  in  conveying  Grace  or 
Vengeance  to  the  Hearts  of  Men.  By  this 
Method  they  brought  fo  much  of  Heaven 
down  to  this  lower  World,  as  the  Darknefs  of 
that  Difpenfation  would  admit :  And  now  and 
then  a  divine  and  poetic  Rapture  lifted  their 
Souls  far  above  the  Level  of  that  (Economy 
of  Shadows,  bore  them  away  far  into  a  brighter 
Region,  and  gave  them  a  Glimpfe  of  Evange- 
lic Day.  The  Life  of  Angels  was  harmoni- 
oufly  breathed  into  the  Children  of  Adam, 
and  their  Minds  raifed  near  to  Heaven  in  Me- 
lody and  Devotion  at  once. 

In  the  younger  Days  of  Heathen ifm  the 
Mufes  were  devoted  to  the  fame  Service  :  the 
Language  in  which  old  Hesiod  addrefles 
them  is  this : 

AcVTE,     AT  IwilffiTi   a(pST£^0V  'UJCCTSq    VfAVHOVPCCl. 

Pierian  Mufes,  fam'd  for  heavenly  Lays, 
Defcendy  andfing  the  God  your  Father9  s  Praife. 

And 
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And  he  purfues  the  Subjeft  in  ten  pious  Lines, 
which  I  could  not  bear  to  tranfcribe,  if  the 
Afpeft  and  Sound  of  fo  much  Greek  were  not 
terrifying  to  a  nice  Reader. 

But  fome  of  the  latter  Poets  of  the  Pagan 
World  have  debafed  this  Divine  Gift  \  and 
many  of  the  Writers  of  the  firft  Rank,  in  this 
our  Age  of  National  Chrifiians,  have,  to  their 
eternal  Shame,  furpaffed  the  vileft  of  the  Gen- 
tiles. They  have  not  only  difrobed  Religion 
of  all  the  Ornaments  of  Verfe,  but  have  em- 
ployed their  Pens  in  impious  Mifchief,  to  de- 
form her  native  Beauty,  and  defile  her  Ho- 
nours. They  have  expofed  her  moft  faered 
Character  to  Drollery,  and  dreffed  her  up  in  a 
moft  vile  and  ridiculous  Difguife,  for  the  Scorn 
of  the  ruder  Herd  of  Mankind.  The  Vices 
have  been  painted  like  fo  many  Goddeffes,  the 
Charms  of  Wit  have  been  added  to  Debau- 
chery, and  the  Temptation  heightened  where 
Nature  needs  the  ftrongeft  Reftraints.  With 
Sweetnefs  of  Sound,  and  Delicacy  of  Expref- 
fion,  they  have  given  a  Relifh  to  Blafphemies 
of  the  harfheft  kind  \  and  when  they  rant  at 
their  Maker  in  fonorous  Numbers,  they  fancy 
themfelves  to  have  afted  the  Hero  well. 

Thus  almoft  in  vain  have  the  Throne  and 

the  Pulpit  cried  Reformation  ;  while-the  Stage 

and  licentious  Poems  have  waged  open  War 

with  the  pious  Defign  of  Church  and  State. 
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The  Prefs  has  fpread  the  Poifon  far,  and  {bat- 
tered wide  the  mortal  Infection  :  Unthinking 
Youth  have  been  enticed  to  Sin  beyond  the 
vicious  Propensities  of  Nature,  plunged  early 
into  Difeafes  and  Death,  and  funk  down  to 
Damnation  in  Multitudes.  Was  it  for  this, 
that  Poefy  was  endued  with  all  thofe  Allure- 
ments that  lead  the  Mind  away  in  a  pleafing 
Captivity  ?  Was  it  for  this,  fhe  was  furnifhed 
with  fo  many  intellectual  Charms,  that  fhe 
might  feduce  the  Heart  from  GOD,  the  ori- 
ginal Beauty,  and  the  mofl  lovely  of  Beings  ? 
Can  I  ever  be  perfuaded,  that  thofe  fweet  and 
refiftlefs  Forces  of  Metaphor,  Wit,  Sound,  and 
Number,  were  given  with  this  Defign,  that 
they  fhould  be  ail  ranged  under  the  Banner  of 
the  great  malicious  Spirit,  to  invade  the  Rights 
of  Heaven,  and  to  bring  fivift  and  everlafdng 
Deftruftion  upon  Men  ?  How  will  thefe  Allies 
of  the  nether  World,  the  leud  and  profane 
Verfifiers,  ftand  aghaft  before  the  great  Judge, 
when  the  Blood  of  many  Souls,  whom  they 
never  faw,  flball  be  laid  to  the  Charge  of  their 
Writings,  and  be  dreadfully  required  at  their 
Hands ?  The  Reverend  Mr.  Co l lier  has  fet 
this  awful  Scene  before  them  in  juft  and  flam- 
ing Colours.  If  the  Application  were  not  too 
rude  and  uncivil,  that  noble  Stanza  of  my  Lord 
Roscommon,  on  Pfalm  cxiviii.  might  be  ad- 
drefled  to  them ; 


?he  preface:         m 

Ye  "Dragons,  whofe  contagious  Breath 
Peoples  the  dark  Retreats  of  Death, 
Change  your  dire  Hiffings  into  Heavenly  Songs \  • 
AndpraifeyourMakerwithyourforkedTonguts. 

This  Profanation  and  Debasement  of  fa 
divine  an  Art,  has  tempted  fome  weaker 
Chriftians  to  imagine  that.  Poetry  and  Vice  are 
naturally  akin  ;  or,  at  leaft,  thatVerfe  is  fit 
only  to  recommend  Trifles,  and  entertain  our 
loofer  Hours,  but  it  is  too  light  and  trivial  a 
Method  to. treat  any  thing  that  is  ferious  and 
facred.  They  fubmit,  indeed,  to  ufe  it  in  Di^ 
vine  Pfalmcdy,  but  they  love  the  dried  Tran£ 
lation  of  the  Pfalm  befl.  They  will  venture 
to  fing  a  dull  Hymn  or  two  at  Church,  inTunes 
of  equal  Dulnefs  -,  but  flill  they  perfuade  them- 
felves,  and  their  Children,  that  the  Beauties  of 
Poefy  are  vain  and  dangerous.  All  that  arifes 
a  Degree  above  Mr.  Sternhold  is  too  airy 
for  Worfhip,  and  hardly  efcapes  the  Sentence 
of  unclean  and  abominable.  5Tis  ftrange,  that 
Perfons  that  have  the  Bible  in  their  Hands, 
fhould  be  led  away  by  thoughtlefs  Prejudices 
to  fo  wild  and  rafh  an  Opinion.  Let  me  en- 
treat them  not  to  indulge  this  four,  this  cenfo- 
rious  Humour  too  far,  left  the  Sacred  Writers 
fall  under  the  Lafh  of  their  unlimited  and  un- 
guarded Reproaches,     Let  me  entreat  them  to 

A  11 

A  4,  iQOiS 


frift  The    PREFACE. 

look  into  their  Bibles,  and  remember  the  Style 
and  Way  of  Writing  that  is  ufed  by  the  an- 
cient Prophets.  Have  they  forgot,  or  were 
they  never  told,  that  many  Parts  of  the  Old 
Teftament  are  Hebrew  Verfe  ?  and  the  Figures 
are  ftronger,  and  the  Metaphors  bolder,  and 
the  Images  more  furprizing  and  ftrange  than 
ever  I  read  in  any  profane  Writer.  When 
Deborah  fings  her  Praifes  to  the  GOD  of 
Jfrael,  while  he  marched  from  the  Field  of 
Edom,  ihe  fets  the  Earth  a  tremblings  the  Hea- 
vens drops  and  the  Mountains  dijfolve  from  be~ 
fore  the  Lord.  They  fought  from  Heaven,  the 
Stars  in  their"  Courfes  fought  againft  Sisera  t 
When  the  River  of  Kifhon  fwept  them  away, 
that  ancient  River,  the  River  Kifhon.  O  my 
Soul,  thou  haft  trodden  down  Strength,  Judg.  v. 
fsfr.  When  Eliphaz,  in  the  Book  of  Job> 
Jpeaks  his  Senfe  of  the  Holinefs  of  God,  he  in- 
troduces a  Machine  in  a  Vifion  :  Fear  came  up- 
-en  me,  Trembling  on  all  my  Bones,  the  Hair  of 
fny  Flefo  flood  up  -,  a  Spirit  pajfed  by  and flood  flilly 
but  its  Form  was  undifcernible ;  an  Image  before 
mine  Eyes  ;  and  Silence  ;  Then  I  heard  a  Voice, 
faying,  Shall  mortal  Man  be  morejujl  than  God? 
&c.  Job  iv.  When  he  defcribes  the  Safety  of 
the  Righteous,  he  hides  him  from  the  Scourge 
cf  the  Tongue,  he  makes  him  laugh  at  Dejlruc- 
tion  and  Famine,  he  brings  the  Stones  of  the 
Field  into  League  with  him,  and  makes  the 
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Bruit  Animals  enter  into  a  Covenant  of  Peace, 
Job  v.  21,   £s?<r.     When  Job  {peaks  of  the 
Grave,  how  melancholy  is  the  Gloom  that  he 
ipreads  over  it !  It  is  a  Region  to  which  I  muft 
fhortly  go,  and  whence  I fhall  not  return  ;  it  is 
a  Land  of  Darknefs,  it  is  Darknefs  itfclf,  the 
Land  of  the  Shadow  cf  Death  ;  all  Confufion 
and  Diforder^  and  where  the  Light  is  as  Dark- 
nefs.    "This  is  my  Ploufe*  there  have  I  made  my 
Bed :  I  have  faid  to  Corruption,  The::  art 
Father,  and  to  the  Worm,  Thou  art  my  Mother 
and  my  Sifter  :  As  for  my  Hope,  wbi 
it  ?  I  and  my  Hope  go  down  together  to  t 
of  the  Pit)  Job  x.  21.  and  xvii.  13.     When 
he  humbles  hknfelf  in  Complainings  before  t 
Almightineis  of  GODj    what  c: 
and  feeble  Images  doth  he  ufe !  Wilt  thou  bi 
a  Leaf  driven  to  and  fro  ?  Wilt  the.  'he 

dry  Stubble  ?  I confume  away  like  a  rotten  thing, 
a  Garment  eaten  by  the  Moth,  Job  xiii.  25,  &d 
%bou  lifte.fi  me  up  to  the  Wind,  thou  caufeji  -me 
to  ride  upon  it,  and  diffolvefi  my  Suljlance,  Job 
xxiii.  22.  Can  any  Man  invent  more  defpica- 
ble  Ideas  to  reprcfent  the  Scoundrel  Herd  and 
Refuie  of   Mankind,  than    the  h  Job 

ufes  ?  Chap.  xxx.  and  thereby  he  aggravates 
his  own  Sorrows  and  Reproaches  to  Amaze- 
ment :  They  that  are  younger  than  I  have  me  in 
Deri/ton,  wbafe  Fathers  I  would  have  difdained 
to  have  Jit  with  the  Dogs  of  my  Flock  :  for  Want 
A  5  and 
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and  Famine  they  were  folitary  ;  fleeing  into  the 
Wilder nefs  deflate  and  wafte  :  They  cut  up  Mai- 
lows  by  the  Bufljes,  and  Juniper-roots  for  their 
Meat :  They  were  driven  forth  from  among  Men, 
{they  cried  after  them  as  after  a  Thief)  to  dwell 
in  the  Cliffs  of  the  Valleys,  in  Caves  of  the  Earthy 
and  in  Rocks :  Among  the  Bufhes  they  brayed,  un- 
der the  Nettles  they  were  gathered  together  •,'  they 
were  Children  of  Fools,  yea,  Children  of  bafe 
Men  ;  they  were  viler  than  the  Earth :  And  now 
am  I  their  Song,  yea,  I  am  their  By-word,  &c. 
How  mournful  and  dejected  is  the  Language 
of  his  own  Sorrows !  Terrors  are  turned  upon 
him,  they  pur fue  his  Soul  as  the  Wind,  and  his 
Welfare  paffes  away  as  a  Cloud ;  his  Bones  are 
pierced  within  him,  and  his  Soul  is  poured  out  •, 
he  gees  mourning  without  the  Sun,  a  Brother  to 
Dragons,  and  a  Companion  to  Owls  \  while  his 
Harp  and  Organ  are  turned  into  the  Voice  cf 
them  that  weep.  I  muff  tranferibe  one  half  of 
this  holy  Book,  if  I  would  (hew  the  Grandeur, 
the  Variety,  and  the  Juftnefs  of  his  Ideas,  or 
the  Pomp  and  Beauty  of  his  Expreffion :  I  mult 
copy  out  a  good  part  of  the  Writings  of  David 
and  is  a  i  a  h,  if  I  would  reprefent  the  poetical 
Excellencies  of  their  Thoughts  and  Style  :  Nor 
is  the  Language  of  the  lefler  Prophets,  especi- 
ally in  fome  Paragraphs,  much  inferior  to  thefe. 
Now  while  they  paint  human  Nature  in  its 
various  Forms  and  Circumilances,  if  their  De- 
igning be  fo  juft  and  noble,  their  Difpofition 
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fo  artful,  and  their  Colouring  fo  bright,  beyond 
the  mod  famed  human  Writers,  how  much 
more  muft  their  Defcriptions  of  God  and  Hea- 
ven exceed  all  that  is  poflible  to  be  faid  by  a 
meaner  Tongue  ?  When  they  ipeak  of  the  Dwei- 
ling-place  of  GOD,  He  inhabits  Eternity ',  and 
fits  upon  the  Throne  of  his  Holinefs,  in  the  midft 
of  Light  inacceffible.  When  his  Holinefs  is  men- 
tioned, The  Heavens  are  not  clean  in  his  Sight 9 
he  charges  his  Angels  with  Folly  :  He  looks  to 
the  Moon,  and  it  Jhineth  not,  and  the  Stars  are 
not  pure  before  his  Eyes  :  He  is  a  jealous  God* 
and  a  confuming  Fire.  If  we  fpeak  of  Strength, 
Behold,  he  is  ftrong :  He  removes  the  Mountains  y 
and  they  know  it  not,  He  overturns  them  in  his 
Anger :  He  Jhakes  the  Earth  from  her  Place,  and 
her  Pillars  tremble  :  He  makes  a  Path  through 
the  mighty  Waters,  he  difcovers  the  Foundations 
of  the  World:  The  Pillars  of  Heaven  are  afto- 
nijhed  at  his  Reproof.  And  after  all,  Thefe  ars 
but  a  Portion  of  his  Ways  :  The  Thunder  of  his 
Power  who  can  under  ft  and  ?  His  Sovereignty, 
his  Knowledge,  and  his  Wifdoiru  are  revealed 
to  us  in  Language  vattiy  fuperior  to  all  the  po- 
etical Accounts  of  Heathen  Divinity.  Let  the 
Potfherds  ftrive  with  the  Pot/herds  of  the  Earth ; 
but  fhall  the  Clay  fay  to  him  that  fajhionerh  ity 
What  makeft  thou  ?  Pie  bids  the  Heavens  drop 
down  from  above,  and  let  the  Skies  pour  dow% 
Right eoufnefs.  He  commands  the  Sun,  and  it 
rifeth  not)  and  he  fealeth  up  the  Stars,  It  is  h* 
A  6  that 
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that  faith  to  the  Deep,  Be  dryy  and  he  drieth  up 
the  Rivers.  Woe  to  them  that  feek  deep  to  hide 
their  Counfel  from  the  Lord  -,  his  Eyes  are  upon 
all  their  Ways,  he  underftands  their  Thoughts 
afar  off.  Hell  is  naked  before  him,  and  De- 
finition hath  no  Covering.  He  calls  out  all  the 
Stars  by  their  Names,  he  fruftrateth  the 'Tokens 
of  the  Liars,  and  makes  the  Diviners  mad  ;  He- 
turns  wife  Men  backward,  and  their  Knowledge 
becomes  foolifh.  His  tranfcencient  Eminence 
above  all  things  is  moil  nobly  reprefented, 
when  he  Jits  upon  the  Circle  of  the  Earth,  and' 
the  Inhabitants  thereof  are  as  Grafhoppers :  All 
Nations  before  him  are  as  the  Drop  of  a  Bucket^ 
and  as  the  fmall  Duft  of  the  Balance  :  He  takes 
up  the  JJles  as  a  very  little  thing;  Lebanon,  with- 
all  her  Beafis^  is  not  fufficient  for  a  Sacrifice  to 
this  God \  nor  are  all  her  Trees  fuffident  for  the 
Burning.  This  GOD,  before  whom  the  whole 
Creation  is  as  nothing,  yea,  lefs  than  nothings 
and  Vanity.  "To  which  of  all  the  Heathen  Gods 
then  will  ye  compare  me,  faith  the  Lord,  and 
whatfhall  I  be  likened  to  ?  And  to  which  of  all. 
the  Heathen  Poets  fhall  we  liken  or  compare 
this  glorious  Orator,  the  facred  Defcriber  of  the 
Godhead  ?  The  Orators  of  all  Nations  are  as 
nothing  before  him,  and  their  Words  are  Va- 
nity and  Emptinefs.  Let  us  turn  our  Eyes  now 
to  fome  of  the  Holy  Writings,  where  GOD  is 
creating  the  World :  How  meanly  do  the  beft 
of  the  Gentiles  talk  and  trifle  upon  this  Subjeft, 

when 
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when  brought  into  Companion  with  Moses, 
whom  Longinus  himfelf,  a  Gentile  Critic, 
cites  as  a  Mafter  of  the  Sublime  Style,  when  he 
ehofe  to  ufe  it  \  And  the  Lord  [aid,  Let  there  be 
Light,  and  there  was  Light ;  Let  there  he  Clouds 
and  Seas,  Sun  and  Stars,  Plants  and  Animals,, 
and  behold  they  are :  He  commanded,  and  they 
appear  and  obey :  By  the  Word  cf  the  Lord 
were  the  Heavens  made*  and  all  the  Hoft  of  them 
by  the  Breath  of  his  Mouth:  This  is  working 
like  a  GOD,  with  infinite  Eale  and  Omnipo- 
tence. His  Wonders  of  Providence  for  the 
Terror  and  Ruin  of  His  Adverfaries,  and  for 
the  Succour  of  His  Saints,  is  fet  before  our 
Eyes  in  the  Scripture  with  equal  Magnificence, 
and  as  becomes  Divinity.  When  he  arifes  out 
of  his  Place,  the  Earth  trembles,  the  Founda- 
tions of  the  Hills  are  fhaken  becaufe  he  is  wroth: 
There  goes  a  Smoke  up  out  of  his  Ncfirils,  and 
Fire  out  cf  his  Mouth  devour  eth,  Coals  are  kind- 
led by  it.  He  bows  the  Heavens,  and  co?nes  down9 
and  Darknefs  is  under  his  Feet.  The  Mountains 
melt  like  V/ax,  and  flow  down  at  his  Pre  fence. 
If  Virgil,  Homer,  or  Pindar  were  to 
prepare  an  Equipage  for  a  defcending  God, 
they  might  ufe  Thunder  and  Lightnings  too, 
and  Clouds  and  Fire,  to  form  a  Chariot  and 
Horfes  for  the  Battle,  or  the  Triumph  %  but 
there  is  none  of  them  provides  him  a  Flight  of 
Cherubs  inftead  of  Horfesr  or  feats  him  in 
Chariots  of  Salvation.  David  beholds  Him 
2  riding 
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riding  upon  the  Heaven  of  Heavens,  by  his  Name 
J  AH  :  He  was  mounted  upon  a  Cherub,  and 
did  fly,  he  flew  on  Wings  of  the  Wind  \  and 
Habbakuk.  fends  the  P  eft  Hence  before  him. 
Homer  keeps  a  mighty  Stir  with  his  Nepe^s- 
tilcb  Zw,  and  Hesiod  with  his  Zsi<  tyi/B^wr*. 
Jupiter,  that  raifes  up  the  Clouds,  and  that 
makes  -a  Noife,  or  thunders  on  high.  But  a 
Divine  Poet  makes  the  Clouds  but  the  Duft  of 
his  Feet  \  and  when  the  Higheft gives  his  Voice 
in  the  Heawens,  Hail-ftones  and  Coals  of  Fire 
follow.  A  Divine  Poet  difcovers  the  Channels 
of  the  Waters,  and  lays  open  the  Foundations  of 
Nature  \  at  thy  Rebuke,  O  Lord,  at  the  Blaft  of 
the  Breath  of  thy  Noftrils.  When  the  H  O  LY 
ONE  alighted  upon  Mount  Sinai,  his  Glory 
.covered  the  Heavens :  He  flood  and  meafured  the 
Earth  :  He  beheld  and  drove  afunder  the  Na* 
tions,  and  the  everlafiing  Mountains  were  feat* 
tered  :  "The  perpetual  Hills  did  blow  ;  his  Ways 
are  everlafiing.  Then  the  Prophet  Jaw  the 
Tents  of  Cufhan  in  rfffUftion-i  and  the  Curtains 
of  the  Land  of  Midian  did  tremble,  Hab.  iii. 
Nor  did  the  Bleffed  Spirit  which  animated 
thefe  Writers  forbid  them  the  Ufe  of  Vifions, 
Dreams,  the  opening  of  Scenes  dreadful  and 
delightful,  and  the  Introduction  of  Machines 
upon  great  Occafions :  The  Divine  Licence  in 
this  refpe£t  is  admirable  and  furprizing,  and  the 
Images  are  often  too  bold  and  dangerous  for 
an  uninfpired  Writer  to  imitate.  Mr,  De  n  i*  i  s 

has 
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has  made  a  noble  Effay  to  difcover  how 
much  fuperior  is  infpired  Poefy  to  the  brightefh 
and  belt  Defcriptions  of  a  mortal  Pen.  Per- 
haps, if  his  Propofal  of  Criticifm  had  been  en- 
couraged and  purfued,  the  Nation  might  have 
learnt  more  Value  for  the  Word  of  GOD, 
and  the  Wits  of  the  Age  might  have  been 
fecured  from  the  Danger  of  Deifm ;  while  they 
muft  have  been  forced  to  confefs  at  leaft  the 
Divinity  of  ail  the  poetical  Books  of  Scripture, 
when  they  fee  a  Genius  running  through  them 
more  than  human. 

Who  is  there  now  will  dare  to  affert,  that 
the  Doctrines  of  our  Holy  Faith  will  not  in- 
dulge or  endure  a  delightful  Drefs  ?  Shall  the 
French  Poet  *  affright  us,  by  faying, 

J3e  la  foy  d'un  Chretien  les  Myfteres  terribles. 
If  Ornemens  egayez  ne  font  point  fufceptrbles? 

But  the  French  Critic +,  in  his  Reflections 
upon  Eloquence,  tells  us,  "  That  the  Majefty 
M  of  our  Religion,  the  Holinefs  of  its  Laws, 
"  the  Purity  of  its  Morals,  the  Height  of  its 
"  Myfteries,  and  the  Importance  of  every  Sub- 
"  jeft  that  belongs  to  it  requires  a  Grandeur, 
"  a  Noblenefs,  a  Majefty,  and  Elevation  of 
"  Style  fuited  to  the  Theme :  Sparkling  Images 
"  and  magnificent  Expreflions  muft  be  ufed, 
*4  and  are  belt  borrowed  from  Scripture  :  Let 

•  Boileaiu  f  Rapia, 
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u  the  Preacher,  that  aims  at  Eloquence,  read 
u  the  Prophets  inceffantly,  for  their  Writings 
u  are  an  abundant  Source  of  all  the  Riches  and 
u  Ornaments  of  Speech."  And,  in  my  Opinion, 
this  is  far  better  Counfel  than  Horace  gives 
us,  when  he  fays, 

Vos  exemplaria  Grteca 


NoElurna  verfate  Manu^  verfate  diurna. 

As  in  the  Conduft  of  my  Studies  with  re- 
gard to  Divinity,  I  have  reafon  to  repent  of 
nothing  more  than  that  I  have  not  perufed  the 
Bible  with  more  frequency  5  fo  if  I  were  to  kt 
up  for  a  Poet,  with  a  Defign  to  exceed  all  the 
modern  Writers,  I  would  follow  the  Advice  of 
Rap  in,  and  read  the  Prophets  Night  and 
Day.  I  am  fure,  the  Comppfures  of  the  fol- 
lowing Book  would  have  been  filled  with  much 
greater  Senfe,  and  appeared  with  much  more 
agreeable  Ornaments,  had  I  derived  a  larger 
Portion  from  the  Holy  Scriptures. 

Besides,  we  may  fetch  a  further  Anfwer 
to  Monf.  Boileau's  Objeftion,  from  other 
Poets  of  his  own  Country.  What  a  noble  Ufe 
have  Racine  and  Corneille  made  of 
Chriftian  Subjects,  in  fome  of  their  beft  Tra- 
gedies? What  a  Variety  of  Divine  Scenes  are 
difplayed,  and  pious  Pa flions  awakened  in  thofe 
Poems  ?  The  Martyrdom  of  Pol  ye  ucte, 
how  doth  it  leign  over  our  Love  and  Pity,  and 

at 
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at  the  fame  time  animate  our  Zeal  and  Devo- 
tion !  May  I  here  be  permitted  the  Liberty  to 
return  my  Thanks  to  that  fair  and  ingenious 
Hand*  that  directed  me  to  fuch  Entertain- 
ments in  a  foreign  Language,  which  I  had  long 
wifhed  for,  and  fought  in  vain  in  our  own, 
Yet  I  muft  confefs,  that  the  David e is,  and 
the  two  Arthurs,  have  fo  far  anfwered 
Boileau's  Objection,  in  Englijh,  as  that  the 
Obftacles  of  attempting  Chriftian  Poefy  are 
broken  down,  and  the  vain  Pretence  of  its  be- 
ing impradicable,  is  experimentally  confuted  -f% 
It  is  true  indeed,  the  Chriftian  Myfteries 
have  not  fuch  need  of  gay  Trappings  as 
beautified,  or  rather  compofed,  the  Heathen 
Superftition.  But  this  ftill  makes  for  the 
greater  Eafe  and  furer  Succefs  of  the  Poet. 
The  Wonders  of  our  Religion,  in  a  plain  Nar- 
ration and  a  fimple  Drefs,  have  a  native  Gran- 
deur, a  Dignity,  and  a  Beauty  in  them,  though 
they  do  not  utterly  difdain  all  Methods  of  Or- 
nament. The  Book  of  the  Revelations  feems 
to  be  a  Prophecy  in  the  Form  of  an  Opera,  or 
a  Dramatic  Poem,  where  Divine  Art  illuftrates 
the  Subject  with  many  charming  Glories  -,  but 

ftill 

*  Philomela. 

-f  Sir  Richard  Blaclmore^  in  his  admirable  Preface  to 
his  lair.  Poem  entitled  Alfredt  has  more  copioufly  refuted 
all  Boileaus  Arguments  on  this  Subject,  and  that  with  great 
Juftice  and  Elegance  1723.  I  am  perfuaded  that  many 
Perfons  who  defpife  the  Poem  would  acknowledge  thejuft. 
Sentiments  of  that  Preface, 
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ftill  it  muft  be  acknowledged,  that  the  naked 
Themes  of  Chriftianity  have  fomething  bright- 
er and  bolder  in  them,  fomething  more  fur- 
prizing  and.  celeflial  than  all  the  Adventures 
of  Gods  and  Heroes,  all  the  dazling  Images 
offalfe  Luftre  that  form  and  garmfka  Heathen 
Song : ,  Here  the  very  Argument  would  give 
wonderful  Aids  to  the  Mufe,  and  the  heavenly 
Theme  would  fo  relieve  a  dull  Hour,  and  a 
languishing. Genius,  that  when  the  Mufe  nods* 
the  Senfe  would  burn  and  fparkle  upon  the 
Reader,  and  keep  him  feelingly  awake. 

With  how  much  lefs  Toil  and  Expence 
might  aDRYDEN,  anOxwA  y,  a  Cong  r  eve* 
or  a  Dennis,  furnifh  ouf  a  Chriftian  Poem, 
than  a  modern  Play?  There  is  nothing  amongft 
all  the  ancient  Fables,  or  later  Romances,  that 
have  two  fuch  Extremes  united  in  them,  as 
the  Eternal  GOO  becoming  an  Infant  of  Days; 
the  Poffeffor  of  the  Palace  of  Heaven  kid  to 
deep  in  a  Manger  ;  the  Holy  JESUS,  who 
knew  no  Sin,  bearing  the  Sins  of  Men  in  his 
Body  on  the  Tree  ;  Agonies  of  Sorrow  loading 
the  Soul  of  Him  who  was  GOD  over  all, 
bleifed  for  ever  •,  and  the  Sovereign  of  Life 
ftretching  his  Arms  on  a  Crofs,  bleeding  and 
expiring  :  The  Heaven  and  the  Hell  in  our 
Divinity  are  infinitely  more  delightful  and 
dreadful  than  the  childifli  Figments  of  a  Dog 
with  three  Heads,  the  Buckets  of  the  Belides, 
the  Furies  with  fnaky  Hairs,  or  all  the  flowry 

Stories 
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Stones  of  Ely/ram.  And  if  we  furvey-the  one 
as  Themes  divinely  true,  and  the  other  as  a 
Medley  of  Fooleries  which  we  can  never  be- 
lieve, the  Advantage  for  touching  the  Springs 
of  Paflion  will  fall  infinitely  on  the  Side  of 
the  Chriftian  Poet-,  our  Wonder  and  our  Love, 
our  Pity,  Delight,  and  Sorrow,  with  the  long 
Train  of  Hopes  and  Fears,  muft  needs  be  un- 
der the  Command  of  an  harmonious  Pen,  whole 
every  Line  makes  a  Part  of  the  Readers  Faith, 
and  is  the  very  Life  or  Death  of  his  Soul 

If  the  trifling  and  incredible  Tales  that  fur- 
nifh  out  a  Tragedy,  are  fo  armed  by  Wit  and 
Fancy,  as  to  become  Sovereign  of  the  rational 
Powers,  to  triumph  over  all  the  Affections, 
and  manage  our  Smiles  and  our  Tears  at  Plea- 
fure  ;  how  wondrous  a  Conqueft  might  be  ob- 
tained over  a  wild  World,  and  reduce  it,  at 
leaft,  to  Sobriety,  if  the  fame  happy  Talent 
were  employed  in  dreffing  the  Scenes  of  Reli- 
gion in  their  proper  Figures  of  Majefly, 
Sweetnefe,  and  Terror  ?  The  Wonders  of  Cre- 
ating Power,  of  Redeeming  Love,  and  Re- 
newing Grace,  ought  not  to  be  thus  impioufly 
neglefted  by  thofe  whom  Heaven  has  endued 
with  a  Gift  fo  proper  to  adorn  and  cultivate 
them  ;  an  Art  whofe  fweet  Infinuations  might 
almoft  convey  Piety  in  refilling  Nature,  and 
melt  the  hardeft  Souls  to  the  Love  of  Virtue. 
The  Affairs  of  this  Life,  with  their  Reference 

to, 
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to  a  Life  to  come,  would  fhjne  bright  in  a 
Dramatic  Defcription  ;  nor  is  there  any  'need 
or  any  Reafon  why  we  fhould  always  borrow 
the  Plan  or  Hiffcory  from  the  ancient  Jews,  or 
primitive  Martyrs  ^  though  feveral  of  thefe 
would  furnifh  out  noble  Materials  for  this  fort 
of  Poefy :  But  modern  Scenes  would  be  better 
underftood  by  mod  Readers,  and  the  Applica- 
tion would  be  much  more  eafy.  The  Anguifh 
of  inward  Guilt,  the  fecret  Stings  and  Racks 
and  Scourges  of  Confcience ;  the  fweet  retiring 
Hours,  and  feraphical  Joys  of  Devotion ;  the 
Victory  of  a  refolved  Soul  over  a  thoufand 
Temptations  \  the  inimitable  Love  and  Paffion 
of  a  dying  GODj  the  awful  Glories  of  the 
laft  Tribunal ;  the  grand  decifive  Sentence, 
from  which  there  is  no  Appeal  ;  and  the  con- 
fequent  Tranfports  or  Horrors  of  the  two  e- 
ternal  Worlds ;  thefe  things  may  be  varioufly 
difpofed,  and  form  many  Poems.  How  might 
fuch  Performances,  under  a  Divine  Blefling, 
call  back  the  dying  Piety  of  the  Nation  to  Life 
and  Beauty  ?  This  would  make  Religion  ap- 
pear like  itfelf,  and  confound  the  Blafphemies 
of  a  profligate  World,  ignorant  of  pious  Plea- 
fures. 

But  we  have  Reafon  to  fear,  that  the  tune- 
ful Men  of  our  Day  have  not  railed  their  Am- 
bition to  fo  divine  a  Pitch  ;  I  fhould  rejoice 
to  fee  more  of  this  Ccleftial  Fire  kindling  with- 
in 
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in  them  •,  for  the  Flaflies  that  break  out  in  fome 
prefent  and  pail  Writings,  betray  an  infernal 
Source.  This  the  incomparable  Mr.  Cowley, 
in  the  latter  End  of  his  Preface,  and  the  inge- 
nious Sir  Richard  Blacrmore,  in  the 
Beginning  of  his,  have  fo  pathetically  defcrib'd 
and  lamented,  that  I  rather  refer  the  Reader 
to  mourn  with  them,  than  detain  and  tire  him 
here.  Thefe  Gentlemen,  in  their  large  and 
laboured  Works  of  Poefy,  have  given  the 
World  happy  Examples  of  what  they  wifli  and 
encourage  in  Profe  ;  the  One  in  a  rich  Variety 
of  Thought  and  Fancy,  the  Other  in  ail  the 
fhining  Colours  of  profufe  and  florid  Di<ftion. 

If  fhorter  Sonnets  were  compofed  on  fub- 
lime  Subjects,  fuch  as  the  Pfalms  of  David, 
and  the  holy  Tranfports  interfperfed  in  the 
other  Sacred  Writings,  or  fuch  as  the  moral 
Odes  of  Horace,  and  the  ancient  Lyricks  ^ 
I  perfuade  myfelf,  that  the  Chriftian  Preacher 
would  find  abundant  Aid  from  the  Poet,  in 
his  Defign  to  diffufe  Virtue,  and  allure  Souls 
to  GOD.  If  the  Heart  were  firft  inflamed 
from  Heaven,  and  the  Mufe  were  not  left 
alone  to  form  the  Devotion,  and  purfue  a  cold 
Scent,  but  only  called  in  as  an  Afliftant  to  the 
Worfhip,  then  the  Song  would  end  where  the 
Infpiration  ceafes  •,  the  whole  Compofure  would 
be  of  a  Piece,  all  meridian  Light  and  meri- 
dian Fervour  j  and  the  fame  pious  Flame  would 

be 


todi  Tie    P  R  E  F  A  C  E. 

be  propagated,  and  kept  glowing  in  the  Heart 
of  him  that  reads.  Some  of  the  fhorter  Odes 
of  the  two  Poets  now  mentioned,  and  a  few 
of  the  Reverend  Mr.  Norris's  Eflays  in 
Verfe,  are  convincing  Inftances  of  the  Succefs 
of  this  Propofal. 

It  is  my  Opinion  alio,  that  the  free  and  un- 
confined  Numbers  of  Pindar,  or  the  noble 
Meafures  of-MiLTON  without  Rhime^  would 
beft  maintain  the  Dignity  of  the  Theme,  as 
well  as  give  a  Loofe  to  the  devout  Soul,  nor 
check  the  Raptures  of  her  Faith  and  Love. 
Though  in  my  feeble  Attempts  of  this  kind,  I 
have  too  often  fettered  my  Thoughts  in  the 
narrow  Metre  of  our  Pfalm-Tranflators ;  I 
have  contracted  and  cramped  the  Senfe,  or  ren- 
dered it  obfcure  and  feeble,  by  the  too  fpeedy 
and  regular  Returns  of  Rhime. 

If  my  Friends  expe6l  any  Reafon  of  the 
following  Compofures,  and  of  the  firft  or  fe- 
cond  Publication,  I  entreat  them  to  accept  of 
this  Account. 

The  Title  allures  them  that  Poefy  is  not 
the  Bufinefs  of  my  Life  \  and  if  I  feized  thofe 
Hours  of  Leifure,  wherein  my  Soul/was  in  a 
more  fprightly  Frame,  to  entertain  them  or 
my  felf  with  a  Divine  or  Moral  Song,  I  hope 
I  fhall  find  an  eafy  Pardon. 

In  the  Firft  Book  are  many  Odes  which 
were  written  to  afllft  the  Meditations  and 
:Worlhip  of  vulgar  Chriftians,  and  with  a  De- 

i  fign 
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£gn  to  be  published  in  the  Volume  of  Hymns, 
which  have  now  palled  a  Second  Impreffion ; 
but  upon  the  Review,  I  found  fome  Expref- 
iions  that  were  not  fuited  to  the  plaineft  Ca- 
pacity, and  the  Metaphors  are  too  bold  to 
pleafe  the  weaker  Chriftian,  therefore  I  have 
allotted  them  a  Place  here. 

Amongst  the  Songs  that  are  dedicated  to 
Divine  Love,  I  think  I  may  be  bold  to  alTert, 
that  I  never  cornpofed  one  Line  of  them  with 
any  other  Defign  than  what  they  are  applied 
to  here  ;  and  I  have  endeavoured  to  fecure 
them  all  from  being  perverted  and  debafed  to 
wanton  Paffions,  by  feveral  Lines  in  them  that 
can  never  be  applied  to  a  meaner  Love.  Are 
not  the  nobleft  Inftances  of  the  Grace  of  Chrift 
reprefented  under  the  Figure  of  a  Conjugal 
State,  and  defcribed  in  one  of  the  fweeteft 
Odes,  and  the  fofteft  Paftoral  that  ever  was 
written?  I  appeal  to  Solomon  *,  in  his  Song, 
and  his  Father  Davip,  in  Pfal.  x-lv.  if  Da- 
vid was  the  Author  :  And  I  am  well  allured, 
that  I  have  never  indulged  an  equal  Licence  : 
It  was  dangerous  to  imitate  the  Sacred  Writers 
too  nearly,  in  fo  nice  an  Affair. 

The  Poems  /acred  to  Virtue,  &c.  were 
formed  when  the  Frame  and  Humour  of  my 

Soul 

*  SobmoTis  Song  was  muck  more  in  life  among  Preacher* 
and  Writers  of  Divinity  when  thefe  Poems  were  written 
*han  it  is  now."  1736. 
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Soul  was  juft  fuited  to  the  Subjeft  of  my Verfe 
The  Image  of  my  Heart  is  painted  in  them  j 
and  if  they  meet  with  a  Reader  whofe  Soul  i< 
akin  to  mine,  perhaps  they  may  agreeably  en- 
tertain him.  The  Dulnefs  of  the  Fancy,  and 
Coarfenefs  of  Expreffion,  will  difappear  ;  the 
Samenefs  of  the  Humour  will  create  a  Pleafure, 
and  infenfibly  overcome  and  conceal  theDefefts 
of  the  Mufe.  Young  Gentlemen  and  Ladies, 
whofe  Genius  and  Education  have  given  them 
a  Relifli  of  Oratory  and  Verfe,  may  be  tempted 
to  feek  Satisfaction  among  the  dangerous  Di- 
verfions  of  the  Stage,  and  impure  Sonnets,  if 
there  be  no  Provifion  of  a  fafer  kind  made  to 
pleafe  them.  While  I  have  attempted  to  gra- 
tify innocent  Fancy  in  this  refpeft,  I  have  not 
forgotten  to  allure  the  Heart  to  Virtue,  and  to 
raife  it  to  a  Difdain  of  brutal  Pleafures.  The 
frequent  Interpofition  of  a  devout  Thought  may 
awaken  the  Mind  to  a  ferious  Senfe  of  GOD, 
Religion,  and  Eternity.  The  fame  Duty  that' 
might  be  defpifed  in  a  Sermon,  when  propofed 
to  their  Reafon,  may  here,  perhaps,  feize  the 
lower  Faculties  writh  Surprize,  Delight,  and 
Devotion  at  once;  and  thus,  by  Degrees,  draw 
the  fuperior  Powers  of  the  Mind  to  Piety.  A- 
mongft  the  infinite  Numbers  of  Mankind,  there 
is  not  more  Difference  in  their  outward  Shape 
and  Features,  than  in  their  Temper  and  inward 
Inclination,     Some  are  more  eafily  fufceptive 

of 
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of  Religion  in   a  grave  Difcourfe  and  fedate 
Reafoning.     Some  are  bed  frighted  from  Sin 
and  Ruin  by  Terror,  Threatning  and  Amaze- 
ment ;    their  Fear  is  the  propereft  Paiiion  to 
which  we  can  addrefs  ourfelves,  and  begin  the 
Divine  Work :  Others  can  feel  no  Motive  fo 
powerful  as  that  which  applies  itfelf  to  their  In- 
genuity, and  their  polifh'd  Imagination.   Now 
I  thought  it  lawful  to  take  hold  of  any  Handle 
of  the  Soul,  to  lead   it  away  betimes  from  vi- 
cious Pleafures ;  and  if  I  could  but  make  up  a 
Compofition  of  Virtue  and  Delight,  fuited  to 
the  Tafte  of  well-bred  Youth,  and  a  refin'd  E- 
ducation,  I  had  fome  Hope  to  allure  and  raife 
them  thereby  above  the  vile  Temptations  of 
degenerate  Nature,  and  Cuftom,  that  is  yet  more 
degenerate.   When  I  have  felt  a  flight  Inclina- 
tion to  Satyr  or  Burlefqu?,  I  thought  it  proper 
to  fupprefs  it.  The  grinning  and  the  growling 
Mufe  are  not  hard  to  be  obtained  ;  but  I  would 
difdain  their  Affiftaoce,  where  a  manly  Invita- 
tion to  Virtue,  and  a  friendly  Smile  may  be  fuc- 
cefsfully  employ'd.    Could  I  perfuade  any  Man 
by  a  kinder  Method,  I  fhould  never  think  it 
proper  to  fcold  or  laugh  at  him. 

Perhaps  there  are  fome  morofe  Readers, 
that  ftand  ready  to  condemn  every  Line  that's 
written  upon  the  Theme  of  Love  ;  but  have 
we  not  the  Cares  and  the  Felicities  of  that  fort 
of  fecial  Life  reprefented  to  us  in  the  facred 

B  Writings? 
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Writings?  Some  Exprefiions  are  there  life'd 
with  a  Defign  to  give  a  mortifying  Influence 
to  our  fofteft.  Affections ;  others  again  bright- 
en the  Character  of  that  State,  and  allure  vir- 
tuous Souls  to  purfue  the  divine  Advantage  of 
it,  the  mutual  Affiftance  in  the  way  to  Salva- 
:  tion,  Are  not  the  cxxviilh  and  cxxviiith  Pfalms 
indited  on  this  very  fubjefc?  Shall  it  be  lawful 
for  the  Prefs  and  the  Pulpit  to  treat  of  it  with 
a  becoming  Solemnity  in  Profe,  and  nuift  the 
Mention  of  the  lame  thing  in  Poefy  be  pro- 
nounc'd  for  ever  unlawful?  Is  it  utterly  un- 
worthy of  a  ferious  Character  to  write  on  this 
Argument,  becaufe  it  has  been  unhappily  pol- 
luted by  fome  fcurrilous  Pens  ?  Why  may  I  not 
be  permitted  to  obviate  a  common  and  a  grow- 
ing Mifchief,  while  a  thoufand  vile  Poems  of 
the  amorous  kind  fwarm  abroad,  and  give  a 
vicious  Taint  to  the  unwary  Reader  ?  I  would 
tell  the  World  that  I  have  endeavoured  to  re- 
cover this  Argument  out  of  the  Hands  of  im- 
pure Writers,  and  to  make  it  appear,  that  Vir- 
tue and  Love  are  not  fuch  Strangers  as  they 
are  reprefented.  The  blifsful  Intimacy  of  Souls 
in  that  State  will  afford  fufficient  Furniture  for 
the  graved  Entertainment  in  Verfe  ;  fo  that  it 
need  not  be  everlaftingly  drefs'd  up  in  Ridi- 
cule, nor  affumed  only  to  furnifli  out  the  lewd 
Sonnets  of  the  Times.  May  fome  happier 
.Genius  promote  the  fame  Service  that  I  pro- 

pos'd# 
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pos'd,  and  by  fuperior  Senfe,  and  fwmer 
Sound,  render  what  I  have  written  contempti- 
ble and  ufelefs. 

The  Imitations  of  that  nobleft  Latin  Poet 
of  modern  Ages,  Casimire  Sarbiewski 
of  Poland^  would  need  no  Excufe,  did  they 
but  arife  to  the  Beauty  of  the  Original  I 
have  often  taken  the  Freedom  to  add  ten  or 
twenty  Lines,  or  to  leave  out  as  many,  that  I 
might  fuit  my  Song  more  to  my  own  Defign, 
or  becaufe  I  faw  it  impoffible  to  prefent  the 
Force,  the  Finenefs,  and  the  Fire  of  his  Ex- 
prefiion  in  our  Language.  There  are  a  few 
Copies  wherein  I  borrow'd  fome  Hints  from 
the  fame  Author,  without  the  Mention  of  his 
Name  in  the  Title.  Methinks  I  can  allow  fo 
fuperior  a  Genius  now  and  then  to  be  Javifh  in 
his  Imagination,  and  to  indulge  fome  Excur- 
fions  beyond  the  Limits  of  fedate  Judgment : 
The  Riches  and  Glory  of  his  Verfe  make  A- 
tonement  in  abundance.  I  wifh  fome  Englijh 
Pen  would  import  more  of  his  Treafures,  and 
blefs  our  Nation. 

The  Infer iptions  to  particular  Friends,  are 
warranted  and  defended  by  the  Praftice  of  al- 
mofl  all  the  Lyric  Writers.  They  frequently 
convey  the  rigid  Rules  of  Morality  to  the 
Mind  in  the  fofter  Method  of  Applaufe.  Sui- 
tain'd  by  their  Example,  a  Man  will  not  eafily 
be  overwhelmed  by  the  heavieft  Cenfures  of 
B  2  the 
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the  unthinking  and  unknowing;  efpeckllyi 
when  there  is  a  Shadow  of  this  Practice  in  the 
Divine  Pfalwjft^  while  "he  infcribcs  to  Asaph 
or  Jedut.hu  n  his  Songs  that  were  made  for 
the  Harp,  or  (which  is  ail  one)  his  Lyric  Odes, 
tho'  they  are  addrefs'd  to  GOD  himfelf. 

In  the  Poems  of  Heroic  Meajure,  I  have 
attempted  in  Rhime  the  fame  Variety  of  Ca- 
dence, Comma  and  Period,  which  blank  Verfe 
glories  in  as  its  peculiar  Elegance  and  Orna- 
ment. It  degrades  the  Excellency  of  the  beft 
Verfification  when  the  Lines  run  on  by  Cou- 
plets, twenty  together,  juft.in  the  fame  Pace, 
and  with  the  fame  Paufes.  It  fppi.ls  the  no- 
bleft  Pleafure  of  the  Sound  :  The  Reader  is 
tired  with  the  tedious  Uniformity,  or  charni'd 
to  fleep  with  the  unmanly  Softnefs  of  the  Num- 
bers, and  the  perpetual  Chime  of  even  Ca- 
dences. 

In  the  Efj'ays  without  Rhime.,  I  have  not 
fet  up  Milton  for  a  perfedt  Pattern  ;  tho* 
he  fhall  be  for  ever  honoured  as  our  Deliverer 
from  the  Bondage.  Mis  Works  contain  admi- 
rable and  unequali'd  Inftances  of  bright  and 
beautiful  Ditlion,  as  well  as  Majefty  and  Ser; 
renenefs  of  Thought.  There  are  feveral  Epi- 
fcdes  in  his  longer  Works,  that  ftand  in  fu- 
preriie  Dignity  without  a  Rival;  yet  all  that 
vaft  Reverence  with  which  I  read  his  Paradife 
,/#,  cannot  perfuade  me  to  be  charm'd  with 

every 
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nrery  Page  of  it.  The  Length  of  his  Periods, 
and  ibmetimes  of  his  Parenthefes,  runs  me  out 
of  Breath:  Some  of  his  Numbers  feeiti  too 
harfli  and  uneafy.  I  could  never  believe  that 
Roughnefs  and  Obfcurity  added  any  thing  to 
the  true  Grandeur  of  a  Poem  :  Nor  will  I  ever 
affeft  Arckaifms,  Exbticifms,  and  a  quaint 
Uncputhnels  of  Speech,  in  order  to  become 
perfectly  JMlltonian.  'Tis  my  Opinion  that 
Blank  Verfe  may  be  written  with  all  due  Ele- 
vation of  Thought  in  a  modern  Stile,  without 
borrowing  any  thing  from  Chaucer's  Tales, 
or  running  back  fo  far  as  the  Days  of  Colin 
the  Shepherd^  and  the  Reign  of  the  Fairy 'Qui m. 
The  Odnefs  of  an  antique  Sound  gives  but  a 
fSlfe  Pleafure  to  the  Ear,  and  abufes  the  true 
Relifh,  even  when  it  works  Delight.  There 
were  fome  fuch  Judges  of  Poefy  among  the 
old  Romans,  and  Ma  rtial  ingeniou'jy  laughs 
at  one  of  them,  that  v/as  pleafed  even  to  Alio- 
nifhment  with  obfolete  Words  and  Figures. 

Atftoitufque  legis  terrai  frugiferai. 

So  the  ill-drawn  Poftures  and  Diftortions  of 
Shape  that  we  meet  with  in  Chinefe  Pictures 
charm  a  fickly  Fancy  by  their  very  Aukward- 
nefc  5  fo  a  diftemper'd  Appetite  will  chew  Coals 
ciil  Sand,  and  pronounce  it  guftRil. 

B3  In 
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In  the  Pindarics  I  have  generally  conformed 
my  Lines  to  the  fhorter  Size  of  the  Ancients,, 
and  avoided  to  imitate  the  exceflive  Lengths 
to  which  fome  modern  Writers  have  flretch'd 
their  Sentences,  and  efpecially  the  concluding 
Verfe.  In  thefe  the  Ear  is  the  trueft  Judge  ; 
.ror  was  it  made  to  be  enflaved  to  any  precife 
Model  of  elder  or  later  times. 

After,  all,  I  muft  petition  my  Reader  to 
lay  afide  the  four  and  fullen  Air  of  Criticifm, 
and  to  affume  the  Friend.  Let  him  chufe  fuch 
Copies  to  read  at  particular  Hours,  when  the 
Temper  of  his  Mind  is  fuited  to  the  Song, 
Let  him  come  with  a  Defire  to  be  entertain'd 
and  pleas'd,  rather  than  to  feek  his  own  Dif- 
guft  and  Averfion,  which  will  not  be  hard  to 
find.  I  am  not  fo  vain  as  to  think  there  are 
no  Faults,  nor  fo  blind  as  to  efpy  nons:  Tho* 
I  hope  the  Multitude  of  Alterations  in  this  Se- 
cond Edition  are  not  without  Amendment. 
There  is  fo  large  a  Difference  between  this  and 
the  former,  in  the  change  of  Titles,  Lines, 
and  whole  Poems,  as  well  as  in  the  various 
Tranlpofitions,  that  'twould  be  ufelels  and  end- 
lefs,  and  all  Confufion,  for  any  Reader  to  com- 
pare them  throughout.  The  Additions  alfo 
make  up  almoft  half  the  Book,  and  fome  of 
thefe  have  need  of  as  many  Alterations  as  the 
former.  Many  a  Line  needs  the  File  to  polifli 
the  Roughnefs  of  it,   and  many  a  Thought 

wants 
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•wants  richer  Language  to  adorn  and  make  it 
{hi:  e.  Wide  Defects  and  equal  Superfluities 
may  be  found,  efpecially  in  the  larger  Pieces  ; 
but  I  have  at-prefent  neither  Inclination  nor 
Leifure  to  correct,  and  I  hope  I  never  fhall. 
'Tis  one  of  the  biggeft  Satisfactions  I  take  in 
giving  this  Volume  to  the  World,  that  I  ex- 
pert to  be  for  ever  free  from  the  Temptation 
of  making  or  mending  Poems  again  *  So  that . 
my  Friends  may  be  perfectly  fecure  againft  this 
Impreffion's  growing  wafte  upon  their  Hands, 
and  ufelefs  as  the  former  has  done.  Let  Minds 
that  are  better  furnifhed  for  fuch  Performances 
purfue  thefe  Studies,  if  they  are  convinced  that 
Poeiy  can  be  made  ferviceable  to  Religion  and 
Virtue.  As  for  my  felf,  I  almoft  blufh  to 
think  that  I  have  read  fo  little,  and  written  fo 
much.  The  following  Years  of  my  Life  (hall 
be  more  entirely  devoted  to  the  immediate  and 
diredl  Labours  of  my  Station,  excepting  thofe 
Hours  that  may  be  employed  in  finifhing  my 
Imitation  of  the  Pfalms  of  David,  in  Chris- 
tian Language,  which  I  have  now  promis'd 
the  World  +. 

I  cannot  court  the  World  to  purchafe  this 

Book  for  their  Pleafure  or  Entertainment,  by 

B  4  telling 

*  Naturam  expellas  furca  licet,  ufque  rteurret.     Hor. 

Will  this  fhort  Ncte  of  Horace  excufe  a  Man  who  has  re- 
fitted Nature  many  Years,  but  has  been  fometimes  over- 
come?   1736.   Edition  the  7th. 

f  In  the  year  1719  thefe  were  finifhed  and  printed, 
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telling  'em  that  any  one  Copy  entirely  pleafes 
me.  The  beft  of  them  finks  below  the  Idea 
which  I  form  of  a  Divine  or  Moral  Ode.  He 
that  deals  in  the  Myfteries  of  Heaven,  or  of 
the  Mufes,  fhould  be  a  Genius  of  no  vulgar 
Mould  :  And  as  the  Name  Vates  belongs  to 
both  j  fo  the  Furniture  of  both  is  comprised 
in  that  Line  of  Horace, 

Cut  Mens  Divinior,  atque  Os 


Mazna  Sonaturum 

But  what  Juvenal  fpake  in  his  Age, 
abides  true  in  ours :  A  compleat  Poet  or  a 
Prophet  is  fuch  a  one  \ 

- — Qualem  nequeo  monfirare^  &  fentio  t ant  urn. 

Perhaps  neither  of  thefe  Characters  in 
Perfection  fhall  ever  be  feen  on  Earth,  till  the 
feventh  Angel  has  founded  his  awful  Trumpet ; 
till  the  Viftory  be  compleat  over  the  Bead  and 
his  Image,  when  the  Natives  of  Heaven  fhall 
join  in  Confort  with  Prophets  and  Saints,  and 
fmg  to  their  golden  Harps  Salvation^  Honour 
and  Glory  to  him  that  fits  upon  the  Throne ,  and 
to  the  Lamb  for  ever. 

May  14,   1709. 

On 


On  Reading 

Mr,  WITTS' s  Poem. s 

Sacred    to 

Piety   and    Devotion. 


REgard  the  Man,   ewho3  in  Saraphic  Lays, 
And  flowing  Numbers,  ftngs  bis  Makers  Praife: 
He  needs  invoke  no  fabled  Mufe'  s  Art, 
The  heavenly  Song  comes  genuine  from  his  Heart,    • 
From  that  pure  Heart,  which  GOD  has  deign  d  Cinftirt 
With  holy  Raptures,  and  a  /acred  Fire. 
Thrice  happy  Man  !   whoje.Soul,  and  guilt  left  Br  eaft,  . 
Are  well  prepay  d  to  lodge  tti Almighty  Guefi  ! 
yTis  HE  that  lends  thy  tow  r big  Thoughts  their  Wing, 
And  tunes  thy  Lyre,  when  tkou  attempt* ft  to  Jing  ; 
HE  to  thy  Soul  Its  in  celejiial  Day, 
E<v  n  whiljl  imprifin'd  in  this  mortal  Clay. 
By  Death's  grim  Afpeci  thou  art  not  alar  and, 
HE,  for  thy  Sake,  has  Death  itfclf  di/arrt d  \ 
Nor  ft: all  the  Grave  o'er  thee  a  Vict' n  boa  ft  ; 
Her  Triumph  in  thy  Fifing  (hall  he  loft, 
When  thou  Jhalt  join  tb*  angelic  Choirs  above, 
In  never-ending  Songs  of  Praife  a?hi  Love. 

ElJSJEBIA-. 

- 

3  j  TO 


T  O 

Mr.   WATTS, 

O  N    H  T  S 

POEMS  facred  to  Devotion. 


i. 

TO   murmuring  Streams,  in  tender  Strains, 
My  pen  five  Mufe  no  more 
Qf  Lowe's  enchanting  force  complains^ 
Along  the  fiovSry  Shore. 
II. 
Ho  more  Mi rt i l  lo'j  fatal  Face 

My  quiet  Breaft  alarms, 
Bis  Eyes,  his  Air,  and  youthful  Grace^ 
Have  loft  their  ufual  Charms, 
III. 
No  gay  Alexis  in  the  Grove 

Shall  he  my  future  Theme  : 
J  lam  voith  an  immortal  Love, 
And  fing  a  -purer  Flame, 

IV. 

Seraphic  Heights  1 fecm  to  gain; 

And  facred  Tranfports  feel, 
While,  WATTS,  to  thy  celeftial Strain, 

Surprised,  J  lift  en  ft  ill, 


y* 


V. 

The  gliding  Streams  their  Courfe  forbear  % 

When  I  thy  Lays  repeat ; 
The  bending  Foreft  lends  an  Ear ; 

The  Birds  their  'Notes  forget. 
VI. 
With  fuch  a  graceful  Harmony 

Thy  Numbers  fill  -prolong  ; 
And  let  remote fl  Lands  reply., 

And  eccho  to  thy  Song. 
VII. 
Far  as  the  difiant  Regions,  where 

The  beauteous  Morning  fprings, 
And  fcattcrs  Odours  through  the  Air, 

From  her  refplendent  Wing ; 

vnr. 

Unto  the  new-found  Realms,  which  fee 

The  latter  Sun  arife, 
When,  with  an  eafy  Progrcfs,  h&~ 

Rolls  down  the  Nether  Skies* 

July,    1706. 

Philomela. 
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TO 

Mr.   I.    W  A   T   T   S, 

On  reading  his 

HORl      LYRICI. 


H4IL,  heaven-born  Mufe  !  that  voith  cehftial Flame, 
And  high  feraphic  Numbers,  durft  attempt 
To  gain  thy  native  Skies.     No  common  Theme 
Merits  thy  Thought,  felfconfcious  of  a  Soul 
Superior,  though  on  Earth  detain  d  a-vihile ; 
Like  fo me  propitious  Angel,  thafs  dejigrfd 
A  R  efident  in  this  inferior  Orb, 
To  guide  the  v:andring  Souls  to  heavenly  Bli/s, 
Thou  feenfft ;  nubile  thcu  their  ever  la  fling  Songs 
Haft  fun g  to  ?nortal  Ears,  and  dovjn  to  Earth 
Transfer  d  the  Work  of  Heaven  ;  nvith  Thought  fublime. 
And  high  fonorous  Words,  thou  fweetlyjingft 
To  thy  immortal  Lyre*     Amazd,  we  view 


The  tow' ring  Height  fupsndous,  while  thou  four* ft 
Ah  we  the  Reach  of  vulgar  Eyes  or  Thought, 
Hymning  tti*  eternal  Father ;   as  of  Old 
Whenfirft  tti  Almighty  from  the  dark  Ahyfs 
Of  everlaftiv.g  Night  and  Silence  cnlVd 
The  Jhining  Worlds  with  one  creating  Word, 
And  raised  from  nothing  all  the  heavenly  Hops, 
And  with  external  Glories  filled  the  Void, 
Harmonious  Seraphs  twf d  their  golden  Harps ; 
Afid  with  their  chearful  Hallelujahs  blefs'd 
The  bounteous  Author  of  their  Happinefs  ; 
From  Orb  to  Orb  th'  alternate  Mujick  rang*, 
And  from  the  Cryftal  Arches  of  the  Sky 
Reached  our  then  glorious  World,  the  native  Seat 
Of  the  firjl  happy  Fair,  who  joined  their  Songs 
To  the  loud  Eccho's  of  tti*  Angelic  Choirs, 
And fir d  with  hlifsful  Hymns,  terreftrial  Heaven, 
The  Paradife  of  God  where  all  Delights 
Abounded,  and  the  pure  Amhrofial  Air, 
Fanned  by  mild  Zehpyrs,  breathed  eternal  Sweets , 
Forbidding  Death  and  Sorrow,  and  brftcw'd 
Frejh  heavenly  Bloom,  and  gay  immortal'  Youth, 

Not  fo,  alas!  the  vile  Apoftate  Race, 
Who  in  mad  Joys  their  brutal  Hours  em}  I  yd, 
Affaulting  with  their  impious  Blafphemies 
The  Power  fupreme  that  gave  'em  Life  and  Breath  \ 
Incarnate  Fiends  !  outragious  they  defy* J 
Th'  Eternal's  Thunder,  and  Almighty  Wrath 
Fearlefs  provoked,  which  all  the  other  Devils 
Would  dread  to  meet ;  remembring  well  the  Day 


When 


When  driven  from  pure  immortal  Seats  above, 
A  Fiery  Tempefl  hurl'd  ''em  down  the  Sties, 
And  hung  upon  the  Rear,  urging  their  Fall 
To  the  dark,  deep,  unfathomable  Gulph, 
Where  bound  on  fulpti rous  Lakes  to  gLwing  Rocks 
With  Adamantine  Chains,  they  wail  their  Woes, 
And  know  Jehovah  Great  as  well  as  Good; 
And  fix'd  for  ever  by  Eternal  Fate, 
With  Horror  find  his  Arm  Omnipotent. 

Prodigious  Madnefs  !  that  the  facred  Mujk, 
Firji  taught  in  Heaven  to  mount  immortal  Heights, 
And  trace  the  bound lefs  Glories  of  the  Sky, 
Should  now  to  every  Idol  bafely  bow, 
And  curfe  the  Deity  Jhe  once  adord, 
E reding  Trophies  to  each  fordid  Vice, 
And  celebrating  the  infernal  Praife 
Of  haughty  Lucifer,  the  defperate  Foe 
Of  God  and  Man,  and  winning  every  Hour 
New  Votaries  to  Hell,  while  all  the  Fiends 
Hear  thefe  accurfed  Lays,  and  thus  outdone, 
Raging  they  try  to  match  the  Human  Race, 
Redoubling  all  their  Hellifh  Blafphemies, 
And  with  loud  Curfe s  rend  the  gloomy  Vault. 

Ungrateful  Mortals  !  ah!   too  late  you'll  find 
What  'tis  to  banter  Heaven  and  laugh  at  Hell ; 
To  drefs  up  Vice  in  falfe  dehjive  Charms, 
And  with  gay  Colours  paint  her  hideous  Face, 
Leading  befitted  Souls  thro  flowery  Paths, 
In  gaudy  Dreams,  and  vainfantajlick  Joys 


% 


To  difmal  Scenes  of  everlafting  Wos  \ 

When  the  great  Judge  Jhall  rear  his  awful  Tbrbttty 

And  ragimg  Flames  furround  the  trembling  Glebe, 

While  the  hud  Thunders  roar  from  Pole  to  Pole* 

And  J  he  la  ft  Trump  awakes  the  feeping  Dead  \ 

And  guilty  Souls  to  ghaflly  Bodies  driven, 

Within  thofe  dire  eternal  Prifons  Jhut, 

Expecl  their  fad  inexorable  Doom. 

Say  now,  ye  Men  of  Wit !  What  Turn  of  Thought 

Will f leaf e you  then!  Alas,  how  dull  and  poor, 

Ev*n  to  your  f elves  will  your  lewd  Plights  appeart 

How  will  you  envy  then  the  happy  Fate 

Of  Idiots  !  and  perhaps  in  vain  you  11  wijh, 

You'd  been  as  very  Fools  as  once  you  thought 

Others,  for  the  fublimeft  Wifdom  fconi'd; 

When  pointed  Lightnings  f rem  the  wrathful  Judge 

Shall ftnge  your  Laurels,  and  the  Men 

Who  thought  they  few  fo  high,  jh all fall fo  low* 

Ko  more,  my  Mufe,  cf  that  tremendous  TIj  ought ^ 
Re  fume  thy  more  delightful  Theme,  and  ftng 
Th"  Immortal  Man,  that  with  Immortal  Verfe 
Rivals  the  Hymns  of  Angels,  and  like  tbtm 
De [fifes  mortal  Criticks  idle  Rules : 
While  the  ceieftial  Flame  that  warms  thy  Scul 
Infpires  us,   and  with  bcly  Tranfports  moves 
Our  labouring  Minds,  and  nobler  Scenes  prefents 
Than  all  the  Pagan  Poets  ever  f.  ;,-, 
Homer,  or  Virgil;  and  fa  r  Jweeter  Notes 
Than  Horace  ever  taught  his  funding  Lyre, 
And  purer  far,  tho  Martial';  jelf  might  feetn 


A  modejl  Poet  in  our  Chrljilan  Days. 

May  thofe  forgotten  and  neglecled  lie, 

No  more  let  Men  he  fond  of  fabulous  Gods, 

Nor  Heathen  Wit  d  bauch  one  Chriftian  Line, 

While  with  the  coarfe  and  daubing  Paint  we  hide 

The  f lining  Beauties  of  eternal  Truth, 

That  in  her  native  Drefs  appears  rnoft  bright, 

And  charms  the  Eyes  of  Angels, — Oh  I  like  thee 

Let  every  nobler  Genius  tune  his  Voice 

To  Subje&s  worthy  of  their  tow  ring  Thoughts, 

Let  HEAVEN  and  Anna   then  your  tuneful  Art 

Improve,  and  confecrate  your  deathlefs  Lays 

To  Him  who  reigns  above-,  and  Her  who  rules  below . 


April  17,  1706. 


Joseph  Standee, 


TO 


I  o 


Mr.  WATT  S, 

0  N    H  I  S 

DIVINE     P  O  E.MS. 


SA  Y,  Human  Seraph,  whence  that  charming  Force, 
That  Flame  !  that  Soul!  which  animates  each  Line  % 
And  how  it  runs  with  fuch  a  graceful  Fafe, 
Loaded  with  ponderous  Senfe  !  Say,  did  not  He 
The  lovely  Jesus,  who  commands  thy  Breaf, 
lnfpirc  thee  with  himfelf?  With  Jesus  dwells. 
Knit  in  tnefterious  Bands,  the  Paraclete, 
The  Breath  cf  GOD,  the  ewrlafting  Source 
Of  Love  :   And  what  is  Love  in  Souls  like  thine, 
But  /Jir,  and  Incenfe  to  the  Foetus  Fire  ? 
Should  an  expiring  Saint  whofe  fwimmir.g  Eyes 
Mingle  the  Images  of  things  about  him, 
But  hear  the  lev  ft  exalted  of  thy  Strains, 
lUw  greedily  he'd  drink  the  Mufick  in, 

Thinking 


Thinking  his  Heavenly  Convoy  waited  heart* 
So  great  a  Strefs  of  powerful  Harmony, 
Nature  unable  longer  to  fujlain, 
Would  Jink  cpprefsd  with  Joy  to  endlefs  Reft.' 

Let  none  henceforth  of  Providence  complain,  . 
As  if  the  World  of  Spirits  lay  unknown, 
Fenced  round  with  black  impenetrable  Night ; 
What  the?  no  fhining  Angel  darts  from  thence 
With  Leave  to  publijh  Things  conceaTd  from  Se?ife%  * 
In  Language  bright  as  theirs,  five  are  here  told, 
When  Life  its  narrow  Round  of  Tears  hath  rolPd, 
What  Uis  employs  the  Blefsyd,  what  makes  their  Blift? 
Songs  fuch  as  WATTS V  are,  and  Love  like  his. 

But  then,  dear  Sir,  be  cautious  how  you  ufe,  •> 
To  Tr  an/port  s  fo  in  tenfely  raised  your  Mufe, 
left,  whilft  th?  ecftatick  Impulje  you  obey, 
The  Soul  leap  out,  and  drop  the  duller  Clay. 


Sept.  4,  1706: 

Henry  Grove. 


to 


T  O 

Dr.   W  A  T  T  S, 

On  the  Fifth  Edition  of  his 

H  0  RM     L  T  R  I  CAS. 

SOvereign  of  Sacred  Verfe  ;  accept  the  Lays 
Of  a  young  Bard  ih at  dares  attempt  thy  Prat  ft, 
A  Mufe,  the  meaneft  of  the  vocal  Throng ',, 
New  to  the  Pays,  nor  equal  to  the  Song, 
Fird  with  the  growing  Glories  of  thy  Fa  mi 
Joins  all  her  Powers  to  celebrate  thy  Name. 

No  vulgar  Themes,  thy  pious  Mufe  engage, 
No  Scenes  cf  Luft  pollute  thy  f acred  Page, 
You  in  Majeftick  Numbers  mount  the  Skies, 
Ax  d  meet  defending  Angels  as  you  rife, 
Whofe  juft  Applaufes  charm  the  crowded  Grooves } 
And  Addison  thy  tuneful  Seng  approves. 
Soft  Harmony  and  manly  Vigour  join 
To  form  the  Beauties  of  each  fprightly  Line, 
For  every  Grace  of  every  Mufe  is  thine. 
Milton,  immortal  Bard,   Divinely  Bright, 
Conducls  his  Favorite  to  the  Realms  cf  Light. 
Where  Raphael'/  Lyre  charms  the  celefiial  Throng, 
Delighted  Cherubs  lifning  to  the  Song  • 


Vjronk 


From  BH/s  uElifi  the  happy  Btingi  r     - 

jind  tajie  the  Spec's  of  Muftck  and  of  Lovf\ 

But  when  the  ffter  Scenes  of  Life  you  p:<lnt, 

And  join  the  beauteous  Virgin  to  the  Saint,  . 

When  you  defcrlhe  how  few  the  happy  Fairs,.  ■ 

JVhofe  Hearts  united  JoftertaH  thtlr  Cares, 

Wt  fee  to  whom  the  fwettefi  Joys  belong, 

And  Mvra'j  Beauties  co»  fee  rate  your  Song, 

Fain  the  unmtmber  d  Graces  I  would  tell, 

A?:d  on  the  pleafng  Theme  fir  ever  dwM\  •  - 

But  the  Mufe  faints ',  unequal  to  the  Flight, 

And  hears  thy  Strains  with  Wonder  and  Delight ,- 

When  Tooths  of  Princes  fball  in  Ruins  lie, 

And  all,  but  Heaven-born  Piety  Jhall  die, 

When  the  laji  Trumpet  wakes  the  filent  Dead, 

And  each  lafclvlous  Poet  hides  his  Head, 

With  thee  Jhall  thy  divine  Urania  rife,  * 

Crown* d  with  frefb  Laurels,  to  thy  native  Skies  : 

Great  How  and  Gou ge  Jhall  hail  thee  on  thy  Way, 

And  welcome  thee  to  the  bright  Realms  vf  Day, 

Adapt  thy  tuneful  Notes  to  Heavenly  Strings, 

And  join  the  Lyric  Ode  while  fome  fair  Seraph  Jings. 


Sic  fpirat,  fie  optat 
Tui  amantiffimus 


Britannicus. 


NORM  LYRIC JE, 

BOO     K       I. 

Sacred  to  Devotion  and  Piety. 
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Worjhifping  with  Fear, 
I. 

,B?W©WJHO  dares  attempt  th*  Eternal  Name, 

'^^IM    with  Notes  °f  rnortal  s°imd  ? 

5l£\ hy/Sm  Dangers  and  G!ories  guard  tlie  Them?, 
tecjfc;    ■'?         And  ipread  Deieair  around. 

II. 

Deftru&ion  waits  t'obey  his  Frown, 

And  Heaven  attends  his  Smile  ; 
A  Wreath  of  Lightning- arms  his  Crown, 

"But  Love  adorns  it  il.il! . 

in. 
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Iir. 

Celeftial  King,  our  Spirits  lie, 

Trembling  beneath  thy  Feet, 
And  wifh,  and  call  a  longing  Eye, 

To  reach  thy  lofty  Seat. 
IV. 
When  fhall  we  fee  the  Great  Unknown, 

And  in  thy  Prefence  Hand  ? 
Reveal  the  Splendors  of  thy  Throne, 

But  fhield  us  with  thy  Hand. 
V. 
fa  thee  what  endlefs  Wonders  meet ! 

What  various  .Glory  fhines ! 
The  crofling  Rays  too  fiercely  beat 

Upon  our  fainting  Minds. 
VI. 
Angels  are  loft  in  fweet  Surprize 

It  thou  unvail  thy  Grace  -T 
And  humble  Awe  runs  thro'  the  Skies, 

When  Wrath  arrays  thy  Face. 
VII. 
When  Mercy  joins  with  Majefty 

To  fpread  their  Beams  abroad, 
Not  all  their  faireft  Minds  on  high 

Are  Shadows  of  a  God. 
VIII. 
The  Works  the  itrongeit  Seraph  fmgs 

In  a  too  feeble  Strain, 
And  labours  hard  on  all  his  Stringl 

To  reach  thy  Thoughts  in  vain. 
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IX. 

Created  Powers,  how  weak  they  be ! 

How  fhort  our  Praifes  fall ! 
So  much  akin  to  Nothing  We, 

And  thou  th'  Eternal  All. 


Y 


JJking  Leave  to  Jing. 
I. 

ET,  might/  GOD,  indulge  my  Tongue, 


Nor  let  thy  Thunders  roar, 
Whilfl  the  young  Notes  and  vent'rous  Song 
To  Worlds  of  Glory  foar. 

II. 

If  thou  my  daring  Flight  forbid 
The  Mufe  folds  up  her  Wings  ? 

Or  at  thy  Word  her  fiender  Reed 
Attempts  Almighty  Things. 

III. 
Her  fiender  Reed  infpir'd  by  Thee 

Bids  a  new  Eden  grow, 
With  blooming  Life  on  every  Tree, 

And  fpreads  a  Heav'n  below. 

IV. 

She  mocks  the  Trumpet's  loud  Alarms 
Fill'd  with  thy  dreadful  Breath  ; 

And  calls  th'  Angelick  Horts  to  Arms, 
To  give  the  Nations  Death. 


V. 


LTRIC    POEMS^       Bookl. 
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But  when  fhetaltes  her  Saviour's  Love, 
And  feels  the  Rapture  itrong, 

Scarce  the  divineil  Harp  above 
Aims  at  a  Tweeter  Song. 


^:^.jV^;.:-a---r« :  ^  ^-^-v^^^-i^  -^ r^j^ . 


Divine    Judgments. 


I. 

NO T  from  the  Duft  my  Sorrows  fpring, 
Nor  drop  my  Comforts  from  the  lower  Skies ; 

Let  all  the  baneful  Planets  fhed 

Their  mingled  Curies  on  my  Head, 
How  vain  their  Caries,  if  th'  Eternal  King 
Look  thro1  the  Clouds  and  blefs  me  with  his  Eyes. 

Creatures  with  all  their  boafted  Sway 

Are  but  his  Slaves,  and  muft  obey.; 

They  wait  their  Orders  from  above, 
And  execute  his  Word,  the  Vengeance,  or  the  Love. 

II. 

*Tis  by  a  Warrant  from  his  Hand 

The  gentler  Gales  are  bound  to  fleep  : 
The  North  Wind  bluilers,  and  aflumes  Command 

Over  the  Defer t  and  the  Deep  ; 

Old  Boreas  with  his  freezing  PowVs 
Turns  the  Earth  Iron,  makes  the  Ocean  Glafs, 
Arrefts  the  dancing  RivMets  as  they  pafs, 

And  chains  them  movelefs  to  their  Shores ; 

The 
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The  grafing  Ox  lows  to  the  gelid  Skies, 

Walks  o'er  the  Marble  Meads  with  withering  Eyes, 

Walks  o'er  the  folid  Lakes,  (huffs  up  the  Wind,  and  dies. 

III. 

Fly  to  the  Polar  World,  my  Song, 
And  mourn  the  Pilgrims  there,    a  wretched  Throng  f) 

Seiz'd  and  bound  in  rigid  Chains, 
A  Troop  of  Statues  on  the  RvJJian  Plains, 
And  Life  ftands  frozen  in  the  Purple  Veins. 

Atheiit,  forbear  ;  no  more  blafpherne  : 
God  has  a  thoufand  Terrors  in  his  Name, 

A  thoufand  Armies  at  Command, 

Waiting  the  Signal  of  his  Hand, 
And  Magazines  of  Froft,  and  Magazines  of  Flame, 

Drefs  thee  in  Steel  to  meet  his  Wrath ; 

His  fharp  Artillery  from  the  North 
Shall  pierce  thee  to  the  Soul,  and  make  thy  mortal  Frame, 

Sublime  on  Winter's  rugged  Wing? 

He  rides  in  Arms  along  the  Sky, 
And  fcatters  Fate  on  Swains  and  Kings ; 

And  Flocks  and  Herds,  and  Nations  die ; 

While  impious  Lips,  profanely  bold, 
Grow  pale;    and,  quivering  at  his  dreadful  Cold, 

Give  their  own  Blafphemies  the  Lie. 

IV. 

The  Mifchiefs  that  infeft  the  Earth, 
When  the  hot  Dog-ftar  fires  the  Realms  on  high, 

Drought  and  Difeaie,  and  cruel  Dearth, 
Are  but  the  Flames  of  a  wrathful  Eye 

From  the  incens'd  Divinity, 


In 
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In  vain  our  parching  Palates  thirft 
For  vital  Food  in  vain  we  cry, 

And  pant  for  vital  Breath  ; 
The  verdant  Fields  are  burnt  to  Duft, 
The  Sun  has  drunk  the  Channels  dry, 

And  all  the  Air  is  Death. 
Ye  Scourges  of  our  Maker's  Rod, 
'Tis  at  his  dread  Command,  at  his  imperial  Nod 
You  deal  your  various  Plagues  abroad. 

V. 
Hail,  Whirlwinds,  Hurricanes  and  Floods 
That  all  the  leafy  Standards  ftrip, 
And  bear  down  with  a  mighty  Sweep 
The  riches  of  the  Fields,  and  Honours  of  the  Woods-;' 
Storms,  that  ravage  o'er  the  Deep, 
And  bury  Millions  in  the  Waves .; 
Earthquakes,  that  in  Midnight-Sleep 
Turn  Cities  into  Heaps,  and  make  our  Beds  our  Graves ; 

While  you  difpenfe  your  mortal  Harms, 
'Tis  the  Creator's  Voice  that  founds  your  loud  Alarms, 
When  Guilt  with  louder  Cries  provokes  a  God  to  Arm:-. 
VL 

0  for  a  Meflage  from  above 
To  bear  my  Spirits  up  ! 

Some  Pledge  of  my  Creator's  love 
To  calm  my  Terrors  and  fupport  my  Hope  ! 

Let  Waves  and  Thunders  mix  and  roar, 
Ee  thou  my  Gor>,  and  the  whole  Worid  is  m 
While  thou  art  Sovereign,  I'm  fecure  ; 

1  fhall  be  rich  till  thou  art  poor ; 

for  all  I  fear,  and  all  I  wiih,  Heav'n^Earth  and  Hell  are 
Uiiiie. 

Earth 
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£tfr/£  W  Heaven. 
I. 

HAST  thou  not  feen,  impatient  Boy  ? 
Kail  thou  not  read  the  folemn  Truth, 
That  grey  Experience  writes  for  giddy  Youth 
On  every  Mortal  Joy  ? 
Pleafure  mufl  he  dajtfd  nxith  Pain  : 
And  yet  with  heedlefs  Halle, 
The  thirfty  Boy  repeats  the  Tafle, 
Nor  hearkens  to  Defpair,  but  tries  the  Bowl  again. 
The  Rills  of  Pleafure  never  run  fincere ; 

(Earth  has  no  unpolluted  Spring) 
From  the  curs'd  Soil  fome  dangerous  Taint  they  bear ; 
So  Rofes  grow  on  Thorns,  and  Honey  wears  a  Sting. 

II. 
In  vain  we  feel:  a  Heaven  below  the  Sky  ; 

The  World  has  falfe,  but  flattering  Charms : 
Its  diftant  Joys  (how  big  in  our  Efceem, 
But  leffen  frill  as  they  draw  near  the  Eye  ; 
In  our  Embrace  the  Villous  die, 
And  when  we  grafp  the  airy  Forms 
We  Iofe  the  pleafing  Dream. 
III. 
Earth,  with  her  Scenes  of  gay  Delight, 
Is  but  a  Landfkip  rudely  drawn, 
With  glaring  Colours,  and  falfe  Light  ; 

C  z  Diftance 
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Diftance  commends  it  to  the  Sight, 

For  Fools  to  gaze  upon  ; 
But  bring  the  naufeous  Daubing  nigh, 
Coarfe  and  confus'd  the  hideous  Figures  lie, 
DifTolve  the  Pleafure,  and  offend  the  Eye. 

IV. 
Look  up,  my  Soul,  pant  tow'rd  th'  Eternal  Hills ; 

Thofe  Heav'ns  are  fairer  than  they  feem  ; 
There  Pieafures  all  fincere  gLde  on  in  Cryftal  Rills, 
There  not  a  Dreg  of  guilt  defiles, 
Nor  Grief  difiurbs  the  Stream. 
That  Canaan  knows  no  noxious  Thing, 
No  curfed  Soil,  no  tainted  Spring, 
Nor  Rofes  grow  on  Thorns,  nor  Honey  wears  a  Sting. 


KW 


Felicity  Above. 

I 

NO,  'tis  in  vain  to  feek  for  Blifs ; 
For  Blifs  cm  ne'er  be  found 
Till  we  arrive  where  Jesus  is, 
And  tread  on  heav'nly  Ground. 
II. 
There's  nothing  round  thefe  painted  Skies, 

Or  round  his  dully  Clod  ; 
Nothing,  my  Soul,  that's  worth  thy  Joys, 
Or  lovely  as  thy  God. 

2  III.  'Tij 
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III. 

Tis  Heav'n  on  Earth  to  tafte  his  Love, 

To  feel  his  quickning  Grace ; 
And  all  the  Heav'n  I  hope  above 

Is  but  to  fee  his  Face. 

IV. 
Why  move  ray  Years  in  flow  Delay  ? 

O  God  of  Ages !    why  ? 
Let  the  Spheres  cleave,  and  mark  my  way 

To  the  fuperior  Sky. 

V. 
Dear  Sov' reign,  break  thefe  vital  Strings 

That  bind  me  to  my  Clay  ; 
Take  me,  Uriel,  on  thy  Wing?, 

And  ftretch  and  foar  away. 


God's  Dominion  and  Decrees, 


KEEP  Silence,  all  created  Things, 
And  wait  your  Maker's  Nod  : 
The  Mufe  (lands  trembling  while  fhe  fings 
The  Honours  of  her  God. 
II. 
Life,  Death,  and  Hell,  and  Worlds  unknown 

Hang  on  his  firm  Decree  : 

He  fits  on  no  precarious  Throne, 

Nor  borrows  Leave  to  Be. 

C  3  III.  The 
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IIIj 

Th'  Almighty  Voice  bid  ancient  Night 

Her  endlefs  Realms  refign, 
And  lo,  ten  thcufand  Globes  of  Light 

In  Fields  of  Azure  mine. 

IV. 
Now  Wifdom  with  fuperior  Sway 

Guides  the  vail  moving  Frame, 
Whilft  all  the  Ranks  of  Being  pay 
Deep  Rev'rence  to  his  Name. 
V. 
lie  fpake  ;  The  Sun  obedient  flood, 

And  held  the  falling  Day  : 
Old  Jordan  backward  drives  his  Floods 

And  difappoints  the  Sea. 

VL 
Lord  of  the  Armies  of  the  Sky, 

He  marfhals  all  the  Stars  ; 
Red  Comets  lift  their  Banners  high. 

And  wide  proclaim  his  Wars. 
VII. 
Chain'd  to  his  Throne  a  Volume  lies, 

With  all  the  Fates  of  Men, 
With  every  Angel's  Form  and  Size 

Drawn  by  th1  eternal  Ten 

VIII. 
His  Providence  unfolds  the  Book, 

And  makes  his  Counfels  mine  : 
Each  opening  Leaf,  and  every  Stroke, 

Fulfils  feme  deep  Defign. 
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IX. 

Here  he  exalts  neglected  Worm- 
To  Scepters  and  a  Crown  ; 
Anon  the  following  Page  he  turn% 

And  treads  the  Monarch  down. 
X. 
Not  Gabriel  afos  the  Reafon  why, 

Nor  God  the  Reafon  gives ; 
Nor  dares  the  Favourite -Angel  pry 

Between  the  folded  Leaves. 
XL 
My  God,  I  never  long'd  to  fee 

My  Fate  with  curious  Eyes, 
What  gloomy  Lines  are  writ  for  me, 

Or  what  bright  Scenes  fliall  rife. 
XII. 
In  thy  fair  Book  of  Life  and  Grace 

May  I  but  find  my  Name, 
Recorded  in  fome  humble  Place 

Beneath  my  Lord  the  Lamb. 


II 


Self-  Confecratiou. 


i 


L 

T  grieves  me,  Lord,  it  grieves  me  fore, 
That  I  have  liv'd  to  thee  no  more, 
And  wafled  half  my  Days ; 

c4 


My 
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My  inward  Pow'rs  fhall  burn  and  flame 
With  Zeal  and  Paffion  for  thy  Name, 

I  would  not  fpeak,  but  for  my  God,  nor  move,  but  to 
his  Praife. 

II. 
What  are  my  Eyes  but  aids  to  fee 
The  Glories  of  the  Deity 

Infcrib'd  with  Beams  of  Light 
On  Flow'rs  and  Stars  ?  Lord,  I  behold 
The  Aiming  Azure,  Green  and  Gold  ; 
But  when  I  try  to  read  thy  Name,  a  Dimnefs  veils  my  Sight* 
III. 
Mine  Ears  are  rais'd  when  Virgil  fings 
Sicilian  Swains,  or  Trojan  Kings, 
And  drink  the  Mufic  in  : 
Why  mould  the  Trumpet's  brazen  Voice, 

Or  Oaten  Reed  awake  my  Joys, 
And  yet  my  heart  fo  ftupid  He  when  facred  Hymns  begin! 

IV. 
Change  me,  O  God  ;  my  Flefli  fhall  be 
An  Initrument  of  Song  to  thee, 
And  thou  the  Notes  infpire  : 
My  tongue  mail  keep  the  heav'nly  Chime, 
My  chearful  Pulfe  fhall  beat  the  Time, 
And  fweet  variety  of  Sound  fnall  in  thy  Praife  confpire. 
V. 
The  deareil  Nerve  about  my  Heart, 
Should  it  refufe  to  bear  a  Part, 
With  my  melodious  Breath, 
I'd  tear  away  the  vital  Chord, 
A  bloody  Vi&im  to  my  L  o  r  d, 
And  live  without  that  impious  String,  or  fhew  my  Zeal 

in  Death.  !— 

The 
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(3^s 

The  Creator  and  Ci 
I. 

GO  D  is  a  Name  my  foul  adores, 
TV  Almighty  Three,  th'  Eternal  One  s 
Nature  and  Grace,  with  all  their  Pow'rs, 
Confefs  the  Infinite  Unknown. 

II. 
From  thy  Great  jSelf  thy  Being  fprings  ; 
Thou  art  thine  own  Orig. 
JV'lade  up  of  uncreated  Things, 
And  Self-fufficier.ce  bears  them  all. 

III. 
Thy  Voice  produced  the  Seas  and  Spheres, 
Bid  the  Waves  roar.,   and  Planets  mine  ; 
But  nothing  like  thy  Self  appears, 
Thro'  all  theie  (pacious  u  or ks  of  thine. 

IV. 
Still  reftlefs  Nature  dies  and  grows  ; 
From  Change  to  Change  the  Creatures  run : 
Thy  Being  no  Succeiiion  knows, 
And  all  thv  vail  Defigns  are  one  : 

A  Glance  of  thine  runs  thro'  the  Globes, 
Rules  the  bright  Worlds,  and  moves  their  Frame  g 
Broad  Sheets  of  Light  compoie  thv  Robes  ; 
Thy  Guards -are  form'd  of  living  ilan-e, 

C  5  VI,  Thrones 
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VI. 

Thrones  and  Dominions  round  thee  fall, 
And  worihip  in  fubmifiive  Forms ; 
Thy  Prefence  fhakes  this  lower  Ball, 
This  little  Dwelling-place  of  Worms. 

VII. 
How  (hall  affrighted  Mortals  dare 
To  fmg  thy  Glory  or  thy  Grace, 
Beneath  thy  Feet  we  lie  fo  far, 
And  fee  but  Shadows  of  thy  Face  ? 

VIII. 
Who  can  behold  the  blazing  Light  ? 
Who  can  approach  confuming  Flame  ? 
None  but  thy  Wifdom  knows  thy  Might  ; 
None  but  thy  Word  can  fpeak  thy  Name. 


<Tbe  Nativity  ^/Christ, 

I. 

"  Q  H  E  P  H  E  R  D  S,  rejoice,  lift  up  your  Eyes, 

O    *  And  fend  your  Fears  away  ; 
*s  News  from  the  Region  of  the  Skies, 

*'  Salvation's  born  to  day. 
II. 
"  J  E  $U8,  the  God  whom  Angels  fear, 

"  (Torres  down  to  dwell  with  you  ; 

f  To  day  he  makes  his  Entrance  here, 

"  But  not  as  Monarchs  do, 

III.  "  No 
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"  No  Gold,  nor  purple  fwadling  Bands, 

"  Nor  Royal  mining  Things  ; 
"  A  Manger  for  his  Cradle  Hands, 
u  And  holds  the  King  of  Kings. 
IV. 
"  Go,  Shepherds,  where  the  Infant  lies, 

"  And  fee  his  humble  Throne  ; 
u  With  Tears  of  Joy  in  all  your  Eyes, 
"  Go,  Shepherds,  kifs  the  Son.1' 
V. 
Thus  Gabriel  fang,  and  flrait  around 

The  heavenly  Armies  throng, 
They  tune  their  Harps  to  lofty  Sound, 
And  thus  conclude  the  Song  : 
VI. 
u  Glory  to  Ggd  that  reigns  above, 
"  Let  Peace  furround  the  Earth  ; 
M  Mortals  mail  know  their  Maker's  Love, 
M  At  their  Redeemer's  Birth." 
VII. 
Lord  !  and  fhall  Angels  have  their  Songs, 

And  Men  no  Tunes  to  raife  ? 
O  may  we  loie  thefe  ufelefs  Tongues 
When  they  forget  to  praife  ! 
VIII. 
Glory  to  God  that  reigns  above, 

That  pitied  us  forlorn, 
We  join  to  fing  our  Maker's  Love, 
For  there's  a  Saviour  born. 

C  6  God 
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God    Glorious,    and  Sinners  Saved. 
I. 

FATHER,  how  wide  thy  Glory  mind  f 
How  high  thy  wonders  rife  ! 
Known  thro'  the  Earth  by  thoufand  Signs, 
By  thoufand  thro'  the  Skies. 
JI. 
Thofe  mighty  Orbs  proclaim  thy  Power, 

Their  Motions  fpeak  thy  Skill  > 
And  on  the  Wings  of  every  Hour, 
We  read  thy  Patience  itill. 
III. 
Part  of  thy  Name  divinely  flands 

On  ail  thy  Creatures  writ, 
They  fhew  the  Labour  of  thine  Hands, 
Or  Imprefs  of  thy  Feet. 

IV. 
But  when  we  view  thy  ftrange  Deflgn 

To  fave  rebellious  Worms, 
Where  Vengeance  and  CompafTion  join 
In  their  divineft  Forms  ; 
V. 
Our  Thoughts  are  loft  in  reverend  Awe  : 

We  love  and  we  adore  ; 
The  fkft  Arch- Angel  never  faw 
So  much  of  G  o  d  before. 

VI.  Here 
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VI. 

Here  the  whole  Deity  is  known, 

Nor  dares  a  Creature  guefs 
Which  of  the  Glories  brighter!  (hone, 

The  iuftice  or  the  Grace. 

vil 

When  Sinners  broke  the  Father's  Laws. 

The  dying  Son  atones  ; 
Oh  the  dear  iVIyfteries  of  his  Crofs  ! 

The  Triumph  of  his  Groans ! 
VIIL 
Now  the  full  Glories  of  the  L  a  m  b 

Adorn  the  heavenly  Plains ; 
Sweet  Cherubs  learn  Immar.ueFs  Name, 

And  try  their  choiceft  Strains. 
IX. 
O  may  I  bear  fome  humble  part 

In  that  Immortal  Son?  \ 

o 

Wonder  and  Joys  (hall  tune  my  Heart, 
And  Love  command  my  Tongue. 


n$ 
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The  Humble  Enquiry. 
A  French  Sonnet  imitated.     1695, 

Grand  Dieu,  tes  Jugemens,  &c. 

I. 

GRACE  rules  below,  and  fits  enthron'd  above, 
How  few  the  Sparks  of  Wrath !  how  flow  they  move. 
And  drop  and  die  in  boundlefs  Seas  of  Love  ! 

II. 
But  me,  vile  Wretch  !  fhould  pitying  Lcve  embrace 
Deep  in  its  Ocean,  Hell  it  felf  would  blaze, 
And  flafh,  and  burn  me  thro'  the  boundlefs  Seas. 

III. 
Yea,  Lord,  my  Guilt  to  fuch  a  Vaflnefs  grown 
Seems  to  confine  thy  Choice  to  Wrath  alone, 
And  calls  thy  Power  to  vindicate  thy  Throne. 

IV. 
Thine  Honour  bids,  Avenge  thine  injur  d  Name, 
Thy  flighted  Loves  a  dreadful  Glory  claim, 
While  my  moiil  Tears  might  but  incenfe  thy  Flame. 

V. 
Should  Heav'n  grow  black,  Almighty  Thunder  roar, 
And  Vengeance  blaft  me,  I  could  plead  no  more, 
But  own  thy  Juflice  dying,  and  adore* 

VI.  Vet 
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Yet  can  thofe  Bolts  of  Death  that  cleave  the  Flood 
To  reach  a  Rebel,  pierce  this  facred  Shroud, 
Ting'd  in  the  vital  Stream  of  my  Redeemer's  Blood. 


The  Penitent  Pardoned. 
I. 

HENCE  from  my  Soul,  my  Sins,  depart, 
Your  fatal  Friendfhip  now  I  fee  ;- 
Long  have  you  dwelt  too  near  my  Heart, 
Hence,  to  eternal  Diftance  flee. 

II. 
Ye  gave  my  dying  Lo  r  d  his  Wound, 
Yet  I  carefs'd  your  viperous  Brood, 
And  in  my  Heart- firings  lapp'd  ycu  round, 
You,  the  vile  Murderers  of  my  G  o  d. 

III. 
Black  heavy  Thoughts,  like  Mountains,  roll 
O'er  my  poor  Breaft,  with  boding  Fears, 
And  crufhing  hard  my  tonur'd  Soul, 
Wring  thro'  my  Eyes  the  briny  Tears. 

IV. 
Forgive  my  Treafons,  Prince  of  Grace, 
The  bloody  Jews  were  Traitors  too, 
Yet  thou  haft  pray'd  for  that  curs'd  Race, 
Father,  they  know  not  what  they  do* 

V.  Great 
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V. 

Great  Advocate,  look  down  and  fee 

A  Wretch,  whofe  finarting  Sorrows  bleed ; 

0  plead  the  fame  Excufe  for  me  ! 
For,  Lord,  I  knew  not  what  1  did. 

VI. 
Peace,  my  Complaints ;  Let  every  Groan 
Be  rtill,  and  Silence  wait  his  Love  ; 
Companions  dwell  amidil  his  Throne, 
And  thro'  his  inmoil  Eowels  move. 

VII. 
Lo,  from  the  everlafling  Skies, 
GentJy,  as  Morning-dews  diftill, 
The  Dove  Immortal  downward  flies, 
With  peaceful  Olive  in  his  Bill. 

vim 

How  fweet  the  Voice  of  Pardon  founds  ! 
Sweet  the  Relief  to  d^e^  Diitrefs ! 

1  feel  the  Balm  that  heals  my  Wounds, 
And  all  my  Pow'rs  adore  the  Grace. 


A  Hymn 
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A  Hymn  of  Praife  for  three  great  Salvations. 
VIZ. 

1.  From  the  Spanilh  Invafion,  1588. 

2.  From  the  Gun-powder  Plot.   Nov.  5. 

3  From  Popery  and  Slavery  by  K.  Wil- 
liam of  Glorious  Memory,  who  landed, 
Nov.  5.  1688. 

Composed,  Nov,  5,  16$$, 

I. 

INFINITE  God,  thy  Counfels  ftand 
Like  Mountains  of  Eternal  Brafs, 
Pillars  to  prop  our  finking  Land, 
Or  guardian  R»ocks  to  break  the  Seas. 

II. 
From  Pole  to  Pole  thy  Name  is  known, 
Thee  a  whole  Heaven  of  Angels  praife ; 
Our  labouring  Tongues  would  reach  thy  Throne 
With  the  loud  Triumphs  of  thy  Grace. 

III. 
Part  of  thy  Church,  by  thy  Command, 
Stands  rais'd  upon  the  Britijh  Ifles  ; 
There,  faid  the  Lord,  to  Ages  J1a?id9 
Firm  as  the  everlajling  Hills, 

IV.  In 
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IV. 

In  vain  the  Spanijb  Ocean  roar'd  ; 
Its  Billows  fwelPd  againft  our  Shore, 
Its  Billows  funk  beneath  thy  Word, 
With  all  the  floating  War  they  bore, 

V. 
Come,  faid  the  Sons  of  bloody  Romvf 
Let  us  provide  n&w  Arms  from  Hell : 
And  down  they  diggd  thro'  Earth's  dark  Womb, 
And  ranfack'd-  all  the  burning  CelL 

VI. 
Old  Satan  lent  them  fiery  Stores, 
Infernal  Coal,  and  fulph'rous  Flame, 
And  all  that  burns,  and  all  that  roars, 
Outrageous  Fires  of  dreadful  Name* 

VII. 
Beneath  the  Senate  and  the  Throne, 
Engines  of  Hellifh  Thunder  lay  ; 
There  the  dark  Seeds  of  Fire  were  fown, 
To  fpring  a  bright,  but  difmal  Day. 

vjir. 

Thy  Love  beheld  the  black  Defign, 
Thy  Love  that  guards  our  Iiland  round ; 
Strange  !  how  it  quench' d  the  fiery  Mine, 
And  crufh'd  the  Tempeft  under  Ground. 

Ttoe  Second  Tart. 

I. 

AS  S  U  M  E,  my  Tongue,  a  nobler  Strain, 
Sing  the  new  Wonders  of  the  L  o  r  d  ; 
The  Foes  revive  their  Pow'rs  again, 

Again  they  die  beneath  his  Sword. 
*  ;  II.  Dark 
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II. 

Dark  as  our  Thoughts  our  Minutes  roll,. 
While  Tyranny  poflefs'd  the  Throne, 
And  Murderers  of  an  Iri/b  Soul 
Ran,  threatning  Death,  thro1  every  Town, 

III. 
The  Roman  Prieft,  zrABritifn  Prince, 
Join'd  their  belt.  Force,  and  blackeft  Charms, 
And  the  fierce  Troops  of  neighbouring  France 
Oifer'd  the  Service  of  their  Arms. 

IV. 
*Vh  done,  they  cry'd,  and  laugh'd  aloud, 
The  Courts  of  Darknefs  rang  with  Joy, 
Th1  old  Serpent  hifs'd,  and  Hell  grew  proud, 
While  Zion  mourn'd  her  Ruin  nigh. 

V. 
But  Io,  the  great  Deliverer  fails 
CommkTion'd  from  Jehovah's  Hand, 
And  fmiling  Seas,  and  wifhing.  Gales, 
Convey  him  to  the  longing  Land. 

VI. 
The  happy  Day,  and  happy  Year,    7    ^        l6g^ 
Both  in  our  new  Salvation  meet :       3 
The  Day  that  quench'd  the  burning  Snare,  7   AW.  £. 
The  Year  that  burnt  the  invading  Fleet.       >     15^' 

VII. 

Sow  did  thine  Arm,  O  God  of  Hofls,. 
Now  did  thine  Arm  dine  dazling  bright, 
The  Sons  of  Might  their  Hands  had  loft, 
And  Men  of  Blood  forgot  to  fight. 

Vni.  Bri- 
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Brigades  of  Angels  lin'd  the  way, 
And  guarded  William  to  his  Throne  ; 
There,  ye  celeftial  Warriors,  flay, 
And  make  his  Palace  like  your  own. 

IX. 
Then,  mighty  God,  the  Earth  mall  knovr 
And  learnM  the  Worfhip  of  the  Sky : 
Angels  and  Britons  join  below, 
To  raife  their  Hallelujahs  high. 

X. 
All  Hallelujah,  heavenly  King  ; 
While  diilant  Lands  thy  Victory  fing, 
And  Tongues  their  utmoft  Powers  employ, 
The  World's  bright  Roof  repeats  the  Joy, 


The  IncomprehenJtHe. 

I. 

FA  R  in  the  Heav'ns  my  God  retires, 
My  God,  the  Mark  of  my  Defires, 
And  hides  his  lovely  Face  ; 
When  he  defcends  within  my  View, 
He  charms  my  Reafon  to  purfue, 
But  leaves  it  tir'd  and  fainting  in  thr  unequal  Chafe. 


II,  Or 
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II. 

Or  if  I  reach  unufual  Height 

Till  near  his  prefence  brought, 
There  Floods  of  Glory  check  my  Flight, 
Cramp  the  bold  Pinions  of  my  Wit, 

And  all  untune  my  Thought ; 
Plung'd  in  a  Sea  of  Light  I  roll, 
Where  Wifd.m,  Jujiice,  Mercy,  fhines  ; 
Infinite  Rays  in  crofting  Lines 

Beat  thick  Confufion  on  my  Sight,  and  overwhelm  my 
Soul. 

III. 
Come  to  my  Aid,  ye  Fellows  Minds, 
And  help  me  reach  the  Throne  ; 
(What  fingle  Strength,  in  vain  defigns, 
LTnited  Force  hath  done  ; 
Thus  Worms  may  join,  and  grafp  the  Poles, 

Thus  Atoms  £11  the  Sea) 
But  the  whole  Race  of  Creature-Souls 
Stretched  to  their  laft  Extent  of  Thought,  plunge  and  are 
Loft  in  thee. 

IV. 
Great  God,  hehold  my  Reafon  lies 
Adoring ;  yet  my  Love  would  rife 

On  Pinions  not  her  own: 
Faith  fhall  direct  her  humble  Flight, 
Thro'  all  the  tracklefs  Seas  of  Light, 
To  Thee,  th'  Eternal  Fair,  the  Infinite  Unknown. 

^^ 

Death 
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Death  and  Eternity. 

I. 

MY  Thoughts,  that  often  mount  the  Skies, 
Go,  fearch  the  World  beneath, 
Where  Nature  in  all  Ruin  lies, 
And  owns  her  Sovereign,  Death, 
IL 
The  Tyrant,  how  he  triumphs  here  ! 

His  Trophies  fpread  around  ! 
And  heaps  of  Dull  and  Bones  appear 
Thro'  all  che  hollow  Ground. 
III. 
Thefe  Skulls,  what  ghaftly  Figures  now  * 

Hew  loathfome  to  the  Eyes  ? 
Thefe  are  the  Heads  we  lately  knew 
So  beauteous  and  fo  wife. 

IV.  * 

But  where  the  Souls,  thofe  deathlefs  Things, 

That  left  his  dying  Clay  ? 
My  Thoughts,  now  ftretch  out  all  your  Wings, 
And  trace  Eternity. 

V. 
O  that  unfathomable  Sea!   i 

Thofe  Deeps  without  a  Shore ! 
Where  living  Waters  gently  play, 
Or  fiery  Billows  roar. 

VI.  Thus 
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VI. 
Thus  mull  we  leave  the  Banks  of  Life, 

And  try  this  doubtful  Sea  ; 
Vain  are  our  Groans,  and  dying  Strife, 

To  gain  a  Moment's  Stay. 

VII. 
There  we  mall  fwim  in  heav'nly  Blifs, 

Or  fink  in  flaming  Waves, 
While  the  pale  Carcafs  though tlefs  lies, 

Amongft  the  iilent  Graves. 

VIII. 
Some  hearty  Friend  mall  drop  his  Tear 

On  our  dry  Bones,  and  fay, 
-*'  Thefe  once  were  itrong,  as  mine  appear^ 

"  And  mine  muft  be  as  they." 
IX. 
Thus  (hall  our  mould'ring  Members  teach 

What  now  our  Senfes  learn  : 
Tor  Dull  and  Afhes  loudeft  preach 

Man's  infinite  Concern. 


A  Sight  of  Heaven  in  Sickneftc 


OF  T  have  I  fat  in  fecret  Sighs, 
To  feel  my  Flefh  decay, 
Then  groan'd  aloud  with  frighed  Eyes, 
To  view  the  tott'ring  Clay. 


II.  But 
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II. 

Bat  I  forbid  my  Sorrows  now, 

Nor  dares  the  Flefh  complain  ; 
Difeafes  bring  their  Profit  too  ; 

The  Joy  o'ercomes  the  Pain. 
III. 
My  chearful  Soul  now  all  the  Day 

Sits  waiting  here  and  fings ; 
Looks  thro1  the  Ruins  of  her  Clay, 

And  pradtifes  her  Wings. 

IV. 
Faith  almoft  changes  into  Sight, 

While  from  afar  fhe  fpies, 
Her  fair  Inheritance,  in  Light 

Above  created  Skies. 

V. 
Had  but  the  Prifon -Walls  been  flrong, 

And  firm  without  a  Flaw, 
In  Darknefs  me  had  dwelt  too  long, 

And  lefs  of  Glory  faw. 

VI. 
But  now  the  everlafting  Hills 

Thro'  every  Chink  appear, 
And  fomething  of  the  Joy  fhe  feels 

While  fhe's  a  Prisoner  here. 
VII. 
The  mines  of  Heaven  rum  fweetly  in 

At  all  the  gaping  Flaws ; 
Vifions  of  endlefs  Blifs  are  ken  ; 

And  native  Air  fhe  draws. 

VIII.  o 
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O  may  thefe  Walls  {land  tott'ring  ED, 

The  Breaches  never  clofe, 
If  I  muft  here  in  Darknefs  dwell, 

And  all  this  Glory  lofe  ! 

IX. 

Or  rather  let  this  Flefti  decay, 

The  Ruins  wider  grow, 
'Till  glad  to  fee  th' enlarged  Way, 

I  ftretch  my  Pinions  through. 
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The  Univerfal  Hallelujah. 


) 


Pialm  cxlviii.  Paraphrased. 

I. 

PR  A  I  S  E  ye  the  Lord  with  joyful  Tongue, 
Ye  Pow'rs  that  guard  his  Throne ; 
'JESUS   the  Man  ihall  lead  the  Song, 
The  God  infpire  the  Tune. 

II. 

Gabn'e/,  and  all  th1  immortal  Choir 

That  fill  the  Realms  above, 
Sing  ;  for  he  form'd  you  of  his  Fire, 

And  feeds  you  with  his  Love. 


III. 
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III. 

Shine  to  his  Praife,  ye  Chryflal  Skies, 

The  Floor  of  his  Abode, 
Or  veil  your  little  twinkling  Eyes 

•Before  a  brighter  GOD. 

IV. 

Thou  reftlefs  Globe  of  Golden  Ligh^ 

Whofe  Beams  create  our  Days, 
Join  with  the  Silver  Queen  of  Night, 

To  own  your  borrow1  d  Rays. 

V. 

Blufh  and  refund  the  Honours  paid 

To  your  inferior  Names  : 
Tell  the  blind  World,  your  Orbs  are  fed 

By  his  o'erflowing  Flames. 

VI. 

Winds,  ye  fhall  bear  his  Name  aloud 

Thro'  the  Ethereal  Blue, 
For  when  his  Chariot  is  a  Cloud, 

He  makes  his  Wheels  of  you, 

VII. 

Thunder  and  Hail,  and  Fires  and  Storms#. 
The  Troops  of  his  Command, 
Appear  in  all  your  dreadful  Forms, 
And  fpeak  his  awful  Hand. 

VIII. 
Shout  to  the  Lord,  ye  (Urging  Seas, 

In  your  eternal  Roar ; 
Let  Wave  to  Wave  refound  his  Praife, 

And  Shore  reply  to  Shore ; 

IX 
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IX. 

Vhile  Monfters  fporting  on  the  Flood, 

In  fcaly  Silver  mine, 
Jpeak  terribly  their  Maker-Go  d, 

And  lafh  the  foaming  Brine. 

X. 

3ut  gentler  Things  (hall  tune  his  Name 

To  fofter  Notes  than  theie, 
foung  Zephyrs  breathing  o'er  the  Stream3 

Or  vvhiipering  thro'  the  Trees. 

XI. 

Wave  your  tall  Heads,  ye  lofty  Pines, 

To  him  that  bid  you  grow, 
Sweet  Clutters,  bend  the  fruitful  Vines 

On  every  thankful  Bough. 

XII. 

Let  the  mrill  Birds  his  Honour  raife, 

And  climb  the  Morning- Sky : 
While  groveling  Beafts  attempt  his  Praife 

In  hoarfer  Harmony. 

XIII. 

Thus  while  the  meaner  Creatures  fing. 

Ye  Mortals,  take  the  Sound, 
Echo  the  Glories  of  your  King 

Thro*  all  the  Nations  round. 

XIV. 
Th'  Eternal  Name  mutt  fly  abroad 

From  Britain  to  Japan  ; 
And  the  whole  Race  (hall  bow  to  God 

That  owns  the  Name  of  Man. 
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.The  Alheifis  Miftakc. 
I. 

LAUGH,  ye  Prophane,  and  {well  and  burft 
With  bold  impiety : 
Yet  Hiali  ye  live  for  ever  curs'd, 
And  feek  in  vain  to  die. 

If 

The  Gafp  of  your  expiring  Breath 

Configns  your  Souls  to  Chains, 
Fy  the  laft  Agonies  of  Death 

Sent  down  to  fiercer  Pains. 

III. 

Ye  (land  upon  a  dreadful  Steep, 

And  all  beneath  is  Hell ; 
Your  weighty  Guilt  will  fink  you  deep5 

Where  the  old  Serpent  fell. 
IV. 
When  Iron  Slumbers  bind  your  Flefh, 

With  flrange  Surprize  you'll  find 
Immortal  Vigour  fpring  afrefn, 

And  Tortures  wake  the  Mind  I 
V. 
Then  you'll  confefs  the  frightful  Names 

Of  Plagues  you  fcorn'd  before, 
No  more  iriall  look  like  idle  Dreams, 

Like  fooiiih  Tales  no.  more. 
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VI. 

Then  (hall  ye  curfe  that  fatal  Day, 

(With  Flames  upon  your  Tongues) 
When  you  exchang'd  your  Fouls  away 

For  Vanity  and  Songs. 

VII. 
Behold  the  Saints  rejoice  to  die, 

For  Heav'n  fhines  round  their  Heads ;  ■ 
And  Angel- Guards  prepar'd  to  fly, 

Attend  their  fainting  Beds. 
VIII. 
Their  longing  Spirits  part,  and  rife  - 

To  their  Celeftial  Seat  j  • 
Above  thefe  ruinable  Skies 

They  make  their  laft  Retreat. 

IX. 

Hence,  ye  Prophane,  I  hate  your  Ways,, 

I  walk  with  pious  Souls  ; 
There's  a  wide  Difference  in  our  Race, 

And  diilant  are  our  Goals. 
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^the  Law  given  at  Sinai. 


I, 

ARM  thee  with  Thunder,  heavenly  Mufe, 
And  keep  th'  expecting  World  in  Awe  ; 

Oft  hafl  thou  frng  in  gentler  Mood 
The  melting  Mercies  of  thy  God; 

£>3 
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Now  give  thy  fiercefl  Fires  a  Loofe, 

And  found  his  drecdsul  Law  : 
To  Ifrael  firft  the  words  were  fpoke, 
To  Ifrael  freed  from  Egypt's  Yoke, 
Inhuman  Bondage  !  The  hard  galling  Load 
Over  prefs'd  their  feeble  Souls, 
Bent  their  Knees  to  fenfelefs  Bulls, 
And  broke  their  Ties  to  God. 
II. 
Now  had  they  pafs'd  the  Arabian  Bay, 

And  march'd  between  the  cleaving  Sea  ;. 
Toe  rifing  Waves  flood  Guardians  of  their  wondVous  Wayy 
But  fell  with  mofl  impetuous  Force. 

On  the  purfuing  Swarms, 
And  bury  Vi  Egypt  all  in  Arms, 
Blending  in  watry  Death  the  Rider  and  the  Horfe  : 
O'er  ftruggling  Pharaoh  rolFd  the  mighty  Tide, 
And  fav'd  the  Labours  of  a  Pyramid. 
Apis  and  Ore  in  vain  he  cries, 
And  all  his  horned  Gods  befide, 
He  fwallows  Fate  with  fwimming  Eyes, 
And  curs'd  the  tub  tews  as  he  dy';d. 

1IL 
Ah!  foolifn  Ifrael,  to  comply 
With  Memphian  Idolatry ! 
And  bow  to  Brutes,   (a  ftupid  Slave) 
To  Idols  impotent  to  lave  ! 
Behold  thy  God,  the  Sovereign  of  the  Sky, 
Has  wrought  Salvation  in  the  Deep, 
Has  bound  thy  Foes  in  Iron  Sleep, 
And  rais'd  thine  Honours  high  ; 

His 


Sacred  to  Devotion,  &c.  %$ 

His  Grace  forgives  thy  Follies  pafi, 
Behold  he  comes  in  Majeity, 
And  Sinafs  Top  proclaims  his  Law : 
Prepare  to  meet  thy  Go  d  in  hafte  ; 
But  keep  an  awful  Diftance  frill : 
Let  Mofis  round  the  facred  Hill 
The  circling  Limits  draw. 

IV. 
Hark  !  The  fhrill  Echoes  of  the  Trumpet  roar, 
And  call  the  trembling  Armies  near  ; 
Slow  and  unwilling  they  appear, 
Rails  kept  them  from  the  Mount  before, 
Now  from  the  Rails  their  Fear : 
'Twas  the  fame  Herald,  and  the  Trump  the  fame 
Which  (hall  be  blown  by  high  Command, 
Shall  bid  the  Wheels  of  Nature  ftand, 
And  HeavVs  eternal  Will  proclaim, 
That  Himejball  be  no  more. 

V. 

Thus  while  the  labouring  Angel  fwtlFd  the  Sound, 

And  rent  the  Skies,  and  fhoek  the  Ground, 
Up  rofe  th' Almighty  ;  round  his  Sapphire  Seat 

Adoring  Thrones  in  Order  fell ; 

The  iefler  Powers  at  diilance  dwell, 
And  call  their  Glories  down  fucceflive  at  his  Feet : 

Gabriel  the  Great  prepares  his  way, 
Lift  up  your  Heads,  Eternal  Doors,  he  Cries  i 

Th'  Etern  al  Doers  his  Word  obey, 

Open  and  fhoot  Celeflial  Day 
Upon  the  lower  Skies. 
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Heav*ns  mighty  Pillars  bow'd  their  Head, 

As  their  Creator  bid, 
And  down  Jehovah  rode  from  the  fuperior  Sphere, 
A  thoufand  Guards  before,  and  Myriads  in  the  Rear. 

VI. 

His  Chariot  was  a  pitchy  Cloud, 

The  Wheels  befet  with  burning  Gems  ; 

The  Winds  in  Harnefs  with  the  Flames 
Flew  o'er  th'  Ethereal  Road  : 

Down  thro'  his  Magazines  he  pail 

Of  Hail,  and  Ice,  and  fleecy  Snow,. 

Swift  roll'd  the  Triumph,  and  as  fall 
Did  Hail,  and  Ice,  in  melted  Rivers  flow. 

The  Day  was  mingled  with  the  Night,. 
His  Feet  on  folid  Darknefs  trod, 

His  radiant  Eyes  proclaim'd  the  God,. 
And  fcatter'd  dreadful  Light ; 
He  breath'd,  and  Sulphur  ran,  a  fiery  Stream  : 
He  fpoke,  and  (tho'  with  unknown  Speed  he  came) 
Chid  the  flow  Tempefl,  and  the  lagging  Flame. 

VII. 
Sinai  receiv'd  his  glorious  Flight, 
With  Axle  red,  and  glowing  Wheel 
Did  the  winged  Chariot  light, 
And  rifing  Smoke  obfcur'd  the  burning  Hill. 
Lo,  it  mounts  in  curling  Waves, 
Lo,  the  gloomy  Pride  out-braves 
The  {lately  Pyramids  of  Fire 
The  Pyramids  to  Heav'n  afpire, 
And  mix  with  Stars,  but  fee  their  gloomy  Offspring  higher. 
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So  have  you  (ten  ungrateful  Ivy  grow 

Round  the  tall  Oak  that  fix  fcore  Years  has  flood, 

And  proudly  fhoot  a  Leaf  or  two 
Above  its  kind  Supporter's  utmoil  Bough, 
And  glory  there  to  {land  the  loftieft  of  the  Woodr 

MIL 

Forbear,  young  Mufe,  forbear  ; 
The  flow'ry  Things  that  Poets  fay, 
The  little  Arts  of  Simile 

Are  vain  and  ufelefs  here  ; 
Nor  (hall  the  burning  Hills  of  Old  j 

With  Sinai  be  compar'd, 
Nor  all  that  lying  Greece  has  told, 
Or  learned  Rome  has  heard  ; 
JEtna  ihall  be  nam'd  no  more, 
JEtna,  the  Torch  of  Sicily  ; 
Not  half  fo  high 
Her  Lightnings  fly, 
Not  half  fo  loud  her  Thunders  roar 
Crofs  the  Sicanian  Se^,  to  fright  th'  Italian  Shore. 
Behold  the  facred  Hill :  Its  trembling  Spire 
Quakes  at  the  Terrors  of  the  Fire, 
While  all  below  its  verdant  Feet 
Stagger  and  reel  under  th'  Almighty  Weight : 
Prefs'd  with  a  greater  than  feign' d  Atlas*  Load 
Deep  groan'd  the  Mount ;  it  never  bore 
Infinity  before, 
It  bow'd,  and  (hook  beneath  the  burden  of  a  God, 

IX. 
Frefli  Horror  feize  the  Camp,  Defpair, 
And  dying  Groans,  torment  the  Air, 
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And  Shrieks,  and  Swoons,  and  Deaths  *vere  there ; 
The  bellowing  Thunder,  and  the  Lightning's  Blaze 

Spread  thro'  the  Hoft  a  wild  Amaze  ; 
Darknefs  on  every  Soul,  and  pale  was  every  Face  : 

Confus'd  and  difmal  were  the  Cries, 

Let  Mofes  fperJ,  or  Ifrael  dies : 

Mofes  the  fpreading  Terror  feels, 

No  more  the  Man  of  God  conceals 
His  Shivering  and  Surprize  : 

Yet,  with  recovering  Mind,  commands 
Silence,,  and  deep  Attention,  thro'  the  Hebr&vj  Bands, 

*  X- 

Hark  }  from  the  Center  of  the  Flame, 

All  arm'd  and  feather'd  with  the  fame, 
Majeflick  Sounds  break  thro'  the  fmoaky  CloiM  : 

Sent  from  the  All-creating  Tongue, , 
M  Flight  of  Cherubs  guard  the  Words  along, 
And  bear  their  fiery  Law  to  the  retreating  Crowd. 

XL 

'*  I  am  the  Lord  :  'Tis  I  proclaim 
***  That  glorious  and  tha>  fearful  Name, 

*  Thy  Gox>  and  King  :  'Twas  I,  that  broke 

M  Thy  Bondage,  and  th'  Egyptian  Yoke ; 

4 '  Mine  is  the  Right  to  fpeak  my  Will, 

M  And  Thine  the  Duty  to  fulfil. 
**  Adore  no  Ge  d  befide  Me,  to  provoke  mine  Eyes ; 
u  Nor  worfhip  Me  in  Shapes  and  Forms  that  Men  devife  ; 
iC  With  Rev'rence  ufe  my  Name,  nor  turn  my  Words  to  Jeil  ~ 
4<  Obferve  my  Sabbath  well,  nor  dare  prophane  my  Reft  ; 
u  Honour,  and  due  Obedience,  to  thy  Parents  give  ; 
u  Nor  fpill  the  guiltlefs  Blood,  nor  let  the  Guilty  live : 

*■  Preferve 
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€X  Preferve  thy  Body  chafte,  and  flee  th'  unlawful  Bed ; 
"  Nor  fteal  thy  Neighbour's  Gold,  his  Garment,  or  his 

Bread  ; 
"  Forbear  to  blaft  his  Name  with  Falfnood,  or  Deceit ; 
*  Nor  let  thy  Wifhes  loofe  upon  his  large  Eftate. 

Remember  your  Creator,  &c.    Ecclef.  xii, 

I. 

CHILDREN,  to  your  Creator,  God, 
Your  early  Honours  pay, 
While  Vanity  and  youthful  Blood 
Would  tempt  your  Thoughts  aftray, 

II. 

The  Memory  of  his  mighty  Name, 

Demands  your  firft  Regard  . 
Nor  dare  indulge  a  meaner  Flame, 

'Till  you  have  lov'd  the  Lord. 

III. 

Be  wife,  and  make  his  Favour  fure, 

Eefore  the  mournful  Days, 
When  Youth  and  Mirth  are  known  no  more., 

And  Life  and  Strength  decays. 

IV. 
No  more  the  Bleflings  of  a  Feaft 

Shall  relifh  on  the  Tongue, 
The  heavy  Ear  forgets  the  Taite 

And  Pleafure  of  a  Song. 

d  6  y, 


4o  LYRIC    POEMS,     Book  L 

V. 

Old  Age,  with  all  her  difmal  Train, 

Invades  your  golden  Years 
With  Sighs  and  Groans,  and  raging  Pain, 

And  Death,  that  never  fpares. 

VI. 

What  will  you  do  when  Light  departs, 

And  leaves  your  withering  Eyes, 
Without  one  Beam  to  chear  your  Hearts> 

From  the  fuperior  Skies  ? 

VII. 

How  will  you  meet  God's  frowning  Brow, 

Or  Hand  before  his  Seat, 
While  Nature's  old  Supporters  bow, 

Nor  bear  their  totaling  Weight  ? 

VIII. 

Can  you  expect  your  feeble  Arms 

Shall  make  a  ftrong  Defence, 
When  Death,  with  terrible  Alarms, 

Summons  the  Pris'ner  hence  ? 

IX. 

The  Silver  Bands  of  Nature  burfl, 

And  let  the  Building  fall ; 
The  Flefh  goes  down  to  mix  with  Dull,. 

Its  vile  Original. 

X. 

Laden  with  Guilt,  (a  heavy  Load) 

Uncleans'd  and  unforgiv'n, 
The  Soul  returns  t' an  angry  God, 

To  be  fhut  out  from  Heav'n. 

i  Suh 
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Sun,  Moon,  and  Stars,  praife  ye  the  Lord. 


FA  I R  E  S  T  of  all  the  Lights  above, 
Thou  Sun,  whofe  Beams  adorn  the  Spheres, 
And  with  un weary' d  Swiftnefs  move, 
To  form  the  Circles  of  our  Years ; 

II. 
Praife  the  Creator  of  the  Skies, 
That  drefs'd  thine  Orb  in  golden  Rays : 
Or  may  the  Sun  forget  to  rife, 
If  he  forget  his  Maker's  Praife. 

III. 
Thou  reigning  Beauty  of  the  Night,. 
Fair  Queen  of  Silence,  Silver  Moon, 
Whofe  gentle  Eeams,  and  borrowed  Light, 
Are  fofter  Rivals  of  the  Noon  ; 

IV. 

Arife,  and  to  that  Sov' reign  Pow'r 
Waxing  and  waning  Honours  pay, 
W7ho  bid  thee  rule  the  dufcy  Hour, 
And  half  fupply  the  abfent  Day. 

V. 
Ye  twinkling  Stars,  who  gild  the  Skies 
When  Darknefs  has  its  Curtains  drawn, 
Who  keep  your  Watch,  with,  wakeful  Eyes, 
When  Bufinefs,  Cares,  and  Day  are  gone  ; 


VI. 
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VI. 

Proclaim  the  Glories  of  your  Lord, 
Difpers'd  thro'  all  the  heavenly  Street, 
Whofe  boundlefs  Treafures  can  afford 
So  rich  a  Pavement  for  his  Feet, 

VII. 

Thou  Heav'n  of  Heav'ns,  fupremely  bright,. 
Fair  Palace  of  the  Court  Divine, 
Where,  with  inimitable  Light, 
The  Godhead  condefcends  to  mine. 

VIII. 

Praife  thou  thy  Great  Inhabitant, 
Who  fcatters  lovely  Beams  of  Grace 
On  every  Angel,,  every  Saint, 
Nor  veils  the  Luflre  of  his  Face. 

IX. 

O  God  of  Glory,  God  of  Love,. 
Thou  art  the  Sun  that  makes  our  Days : 
With  all  thy  mining  Works  above, 
Let  Earth  and  Duft  attempt  thy  Praife. 


^he  Welcome  Mejfenger. 

I. 

LORD,  when  we  fee  a  Saint  of  thine 
Lie  gafping  out  his  Breath, 
With  longing  Eyes,  and  Looks  Divine, 
Smiling  and  pleas'd  in  Death ; 

ft 
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II. 

How  we  could  e'en  contend  to  lay 

Our  Limbs  upon  that  Bed  ! 
We  afk  thine  Envoy  to  convey 

Our  Spirits  in  his  Stead. 

III. 

Our  Souls  are  rifing  on  the  Wing, 

To  venture  in  his  Place  ; 
For  when  grim  Death  has  loft  his  Sting,. 

He  has  an  Angel's  Face. 

IV. 

J  ESUS,  then  purge  my  Crimes  a  way,.. 

'Tis  Guilt  creates  my  Fears, 
'Tis  Guilt  gives  Death  its  fierce  Array, 

And  all  the  Arms  it  bears. 

V. 

Oh  !  if  my  threatning  Sins  were  gone,. 

And  Death  had  loft  his  Sting., 
I- could  invite  the  Angel  on, 

And  chide  his  lazy  Wing. 

VI. 
Away  thefe  interpofing  Days, 

And  let  the  Lovers  meet ; 
The  Angel  has  a  cold  Embrace, 

But  kind,  and  foft,  and  fweet. 

VII. 
Ed  leap  at  once  my  Seventy  Years, 

Pd  ru(h  into  his  Arms, 
And  lofe  my  Breath,  and  all  my  Cares^ 

Amidft  thofe  heav'nly  Charms, 

VIIL 
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VIII. 

Joyful  Pd  lay  this  Body  down, 

And  leave  the  lifeiefs  Clay, 
Without  a  Sigh,  without  a  Groan, 

And  ftretch  and  foar  away. 
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Sincere  Praife. 


ALMIGHTY  Maker,  God? 
How  wondrous  is  thy  Name  ! 
Thy  Glories  how  diffus'd  abroad 
Thro'  the  Creation's  Frame ! 
II. 
Nature  in  every  Drefs 
Her  humble  Homage  pays, 
And  finds  a  thoufand  Ways  t7  exprefs 
Thine  undiffembled  Praife, 

III. 

In  native  White  and  Red 

The  Rofe  and  Lilly  ftand, 
And  free  from  Pride,  their  Beauties  fpread5 

To  ihew  thy  fkiiful  Hand 
IV. 

The  Lark  mounts  up  the  Sky, 

With  unambitious  Song, 
And  bears  her  Maker's  rtaife  on  high 

Upon  her  artlefs  Tongue. 
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V. 
My  Soul  would  rife  and  firig 
To  her  Creator  too, 
Fain  would  rny  Tongue  adore  my  King, 
And  pay  the  Worfhip  due. 

VI. 

But  Pride,  that  bufy  Sin, 
Spoils  all  that  I  perform  ; 
Curs'd  Pride,  that  creeps  fecurely  in,. 
And  fwells  a  haughty  Worm. 

VI L 

Thy  Glories  I  abate, 
Cr  praife  thee  with  Deilgn  ; 
Some  of  the  Favours  I  forget, 
Or  think  the  Merit  mine. 

VIIL 
The  Very  Songs  1  frame, 
Are  faithlefs  to  thy  Caufe, 
And  ileal  the  Honours  of  thy  Name 
To  build  their  own  Applaufe. 

IX. 

Create  my  Soul  anew, 
Elfe  all  my  Worfliip's  vain  ; 
This  wretched  Heart  will  ne'er  be  true-, 
Until  'tis  form'd  again. 

X. 
Defcend,  Celeftial  Fire, 
And  feize  me  from  above, 
Melt  me  in  Fkraes  of  pure  Defire*. 
A  Sacrifice  to  Love. 

XI. 


48  LTRIC    POEMS, 

IX. 

Let  Joy  and  Worfhip  fpend 
The  Remnant  of  my  Days, 
And  to  my  God,  my  Soul,  afcend. 
In  fvveet  Perfumes  of  Praife. 


Book  I 


Tru?  Learning, 

Partly  imitated  from  a  Frmth  Sonnet  oF 
Mr.  Point. 

I. 

HAPPY  the  Feet  that  fhining  Truth  has  led 
.  With  her  own  Hand  to  tread  the  Path  fhe  pleafe^ 
To  fee  her  native  Luflre  round  her  fpread, 

Without  a  Vai],  without  a  Shade, 
All  Beauty,  and  all  Light,  as  in  her  felf  fhe  is. 

II. 
Our  Senfes  cheat  us  with  the  preffing  Crowds 
Of  painted  Shapes  they  thruft  upon  the  Mind  : 
The  Truth  they  fhew  lies  wrap'd  in  fev'nfold  Shrouds, 

Our  Senfes  caft  a  Thoufand  Clouds 
On  unenlighten'd  Souls,  and  leave  them  doubly  blind.  • 

III. 
I  hate  the  Duft  that  fierce  Difputers  raife, 
And  lofe  the  Mind  in  a  wild  Maze  of  Thought : 
What  empty  Triflings,  and  what  fubtil  Ways, 

To  fence  and  guard  by  Rule  and  Rote  ! 
Our  God  will  never  charge  us,  That  we  knew  them  Not. 

IV. 
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iv. 

Touch,  Heavenly  Word,  O  touch  thefe  curious  Souls  $ 
Since  I  have  heard  but  one  fort  Hint  from  Thee, 
From  all  the  vain  Opinions  of  the  Schools 

(That  Pageantry  of  knowing  Fools) 
Ifeel  my  Powers  released,  and  (land  divinely  free.- 

V, 
TTwas  this  Almighty  Word  that  all  Things  made, 
He  grafps  whole  Nature  in  his  fingk  Hand  ; . 
All  the  Eternal  Truths  in  him  are  laid, 

The  Ground  of  all  Things,  and  their  Head, 
The  Circle,  where  they  move,  and  Center  where  theyfiandi. 

vi: 

Without  his  Aid  1  have  no  fare  Defence, 
From  .Troops  cf  Errors  that  befiege  me  round  >: 
Fut  he  that  refts  his  Reafon  and  his  Seiifr 

Faft  here,  and  never  wanders  hence, 
Unmoveable  he  dwells  upon  unihaken  Ground. 

VII. 

Infinite  T ru  t  h,  .  the  Life  of  my  Defire3»    . 
Come  from  the  Sky,  and  join  thy  felf  to  me  ; 
Tm  tir'd  with  Hearing,  and  this  Reading  tires  1 ; 

But  never  tir'd  of  telling  Thee, 
'Tis  thy  fair  Face  alone  my  Spirit  burns  to  fee. 

VIII. 

Speak  to  my  Soul,  alone,  no  other  Hand 
Shall  mark  my  Path  out  with  debfive  Art ; 
All  Nature  filent  in  his  Prefence  fland, 

Creatures  be  dumb  at  his  Command, 
And  leave  his  fingle  Voice  to  whifper  to  my  Heart, 

IX 
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IX. 

Retire,  my  Soul,  within  thy  felf  retire, 
Away  from  Senfe  a:  d  every  outward  Show  : 
Now  let  my  Thoughts  to  loftier  Themes  afpire, 
My  Knowledge  now  on  Wheels  of  Fire 
May  mount  and  fpread  above,  furveying  all  below. 

X. 

The  Lord  grows  lavifh  of  his  heav'nly  Light, 
And  pours  whole  Floods  on  fuch  a  Mind  as  this : 
Fled  from  the  Eyes  fhe  gains  a  piercing  Sight, 
She  dives  into  the  Infinite. 
And  fees  unutterable  Things  in  that  unknown  Abyfs. 
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True  Wifdotn. 


I. 

PRonounce  him  bled,  my  Mufe,  whom  Wisdom  guides 
In  her  own  Path  to  her  own  heavenly  Seat ; 
Thro'  all  the  Storms  his  Soul  fecurely  glides, 
Nor  can  the  Tempers,  nor  the  Tides, 
That  rife  and  roar  around,  fupplant  his  Heady  Feet. 

II. 

Earth,  you  may  let  your  golden  Arrows  fly, 
And  feek,  in  vain,  a  Paflage  to  his  Bread, 
Spread  all  your  painted  Toys  to  court  his  Eye, 
He  fmiles,..  and  fees  them  vainly  try 
To  lure  his  Soul  afide  from  her  Eternal  Reft. 

III. 
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III. 

Our  head-ftrong  Lulls,  like  a  young  iiery  Horfe, 
Start,  and  flee  raging  in  a  violent  Courfe  ; 
He  tames  and  breaks  them,  manages  and  rides  'em, 
Checks  their  Career,  and  turns  and  guides  'em, 
And  bids  his  Reafon  bridle  their  licentious  Force. 

IV. 
'Lord  of  himfelf,  he  rules  his  wilder!:  Thought?, 
And  boldly  acts  what  calmly  he  defign'd, 
Whilft  he  looks  down  and  pities  human  Faults ; 
Nor  can  he  think,  nor  can  he  find 
A  Plague  like  reigning  Paffions,  and  a  fubjecl  Mind. 

V. 
'But  oh !  'tis  mighty  Toil  to  reach  this  Height, 
To  vanquifh  Self  is  a  laborious  Art  ; 

What  manly  Courage  to  fuftain  the  Fight 
To  bear  the  noble  Pain,  ard  part 
With  thofe  dear  charming  Tempters  rooted  in  the  Heart ! 

VI. 

'Tis  hard  to  (land  when  all  the  Paflions  move, 
Hard  to  awake  the  Eye  that  ParTion  blinds 
To  rend  and  tear  cut  this  unhappy  Love, 
That  clings  fo  clofe  about  our  Minds, 
And  where  th'  enchanted  Soul  fo  fweet  a  Poifon  finds. 

VII. 

Hard  ;  but  it  may  be  done.     Come,  Heavenly  Fire, 
Come  to  my  Breait,  and  with  one  powerful  Ray 
Melt  of!  my  Lulls,  my  Fetters :  I  can  bear 
A  while  to  be  a  Tenant  here, 
But  not  be  chain'd  and  prifon'd  in  a  Cage  of  Clay. 

VIII. 
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VIII. 
;Heav'n  is  my  Home  and  I  muft  ufe  my  Wings  j 
Sublime  above  the  Globe  my  Flight  afpires : 
I  have  a  Soul  was  made  to  pity  Kings, 
And  all  their  little  glittering  Things ; 
I  have  a  Soul  was  made  for  infinite  Defires. 
IX. 
Loos'd  from  the  Earth,  my  Heart  is  upward  flown  1 
.-Farewel,  my  Friends,  and  ail  that  once  was  mine ; 
Now,  mould  you  fix  my  Feet  on  Cccfar\  Throne, 
Crown  me,  and  call  the  World  my  own, 
The  Gold  that  binds  my  Brows  could  ne'er  my  Soul  confine, 
X. 
I  am  the  Lord's,  and  J  E  S  U  S  is  my  Love ; 
He,  the  dear  God,  fhall  fill  my  vafl  Defire. 
My  Flefh  below ;  yet  I  can  dwell  above, 
And  nearer  to  my  Saviour  move  ; 
There  all  my  Soul  fhall  center,  all  my  Pow'rs  confpire. 
XL 
Thus  I  with  Angels  live  ;  thus  half-divine 
I  fit  on  high,  nor  mind  inferior  Joys  : 
FilPd  with  his  Love,  I  feel  that  God  is  mine, 
His  Glory  is  my  great  Defign, 
That  everlafting  Project  all  my  Thoughts  employs. 


Sacred  to  Djtvotion,  &c. 


5* 


ji  Song  to  Creating  Wjfdom* 

PART     I. 

I. 

ETERNAL   Wi  s  dom,  thee  we  praife, 
Thee  the  Creation  fiogs  • 
With  thy  loud  Name,  Rocks,  Hills,  and  Seas, 
And  HeavVs  high  Palace  rings. 

II. 

Place  me  on  the  bright  Wings  of  Day 

To  travel  with  the  Sun  ; 
With  what  Amaze  mall  I  furvey 

The  Wonders  thou  haft  done  ? 

III. 

Thy  Hand  how  wide  it  fpread  the  Sky  f 

How  glorious  to  behold? 
Ting'd  with  a  Blue  of  heavenly  Dye, 

And  ftarr'd  with  fparkling  Gold. 

IV. 

There  thou  haft  bid  the  Globes  of  Light 

Their  endlefs  Circles  run ; 
There  the  pale  Planet  rules  the  Night, 

And  Day  obeys  the  Sun. 


PART 
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PART     II. 
V. 

Downward  I  turn  my  woncTring  Eyes 

On  Clouds  and  Storms  below, 
Thofe  Under-  Regions  of  the  Skies 

Thy  numerous  Glories  (how. 

VI. 

The  noify  Winds  Hand  ready  there 

Thy  Orders  to  obey, 
With  founding  Wings  they  fweep  the  Air5 

To  make  thy  Chariot  Way. 

VII. 
There,  like  a  Trumpet,  loud  and  ftrong, 

Thy  Thunder  makes  our  Coaft  : 
While  the  red^ Lightnings  wave  along, 

The  Banners  of  thine  Hoft. 

VIII. 

On  the  thin  Air,  without  a  Prop, 
Kang  fruitful  Show'rs  around  : 

At  thy  C  ommand  they  fink,  and  drop 
Their  Fatnefs  on  the  Ground. 

PART    III. 

IX. 

Now  to  the  Earth  I  bend  my  Song, 

And  call  my  Eyes  abroad, 
G' anting  the  Britijh  Ifles  along ; 

filed  J  lies,  confefs  your  God. 
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X. 

How  did  his  wondrous  Skill  array 

Your  Fields  in  charming  Green  ; 
A  thoufand  Herbs  his  Art  diipiay, 

A  thoufand  Flowers  between ! 
XL 
Tall  Oaks  for  future  Navies  grow, 

Fair  Albion's  beft  Defence, 
While  Corn  and  Vines  rejoice  below, 

Thofe  Luxuries  of  Senfe. 

XII.' 
The  bleating  Flocks  his  Pafture  feeds : 

And  Herds  of  larger  Size, 
That  bellow  thro'  the  'Lmdlan  Meads, 

His  bounteous  Hand  fupplies. 

PART    IV. 

XIIL 
We  fee  the  Thames  carefs  the  .Shores, 

He  guides  her  filver  Flood  : 
While  angry  Severn  Swells  and  roan, 
Yet  hears  her  Ruler  G  o  d. 
XIV. 
The  rolling  Mountains  of  the  Deep 

Obferve  his  ftrong  Command  ; 
His  Breath  can  raife  the  Billows  tfeep, 
Or  fink  them  to  the  Sand. 
XV. 
Amidft  thy  watry  Kingdoms,  Lord, 
The  finny  Nations  play, 

E  And 
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And  fcaly  Monfters,  at  thy  Word, 
Rufh  thro1  the  Northern  Sea. 

PART    Vv 

XVI. 
Thy  Glories  bla^e  all  Nature  round,  ^ 

And  flnke  the  gazing  Sight, 
Thro'  Skies,  and  Seas,  and  folid  Ground 

With  Terror  and  Delight. 
XVII, 
Infinite  Strength,  and  equal  Skill, 

Shine  thro'  the  Worlds  abroad, 
Cur  Souls  with  vail  Amazement  fill* 

And  fpeak  the  Builder  God. 
XVIII. 
But  the  fweet  Beauties  of  thy  Grace 

Our  fofter  Paflions  move  ; 
Pity  Divine  in  J  E  S  U  S  Face 

We  fee,  adore,  and  love, 

God'j  Absolute  Dominion. 


LO  R  D,  when  my  thoughtful  Soul  furveys 
Fire,  Air  and  Earth,  and  Stars  and  Seas, 
I  call  them  all  thy  Slaves ; 
CommuTion'd  by  my  Father's  Will, 
Poyfons  mall  cure,  or  Balms  (hall  kill ; 

Vernal 
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Vernal  Suns,  or  Zephyr  s  Breath, 
May  burn  or  blafl  the  Plants  to  Death 

That  iharp  December  faves ; 

What  can  Winds  or  Planets  boaft 

But  a  precarious  Pow'r  ? 
The  Sun  is  all  in  Darknefs  loft, 
Froft  (hall  be  Fire,  and  Fire  be  Froft, 

When  he  appoints  the  Hour. 

II. 

Lo,  the  Norwegians  near  the  Polar  Sky 

Chafe  their  frozen  Limbs  with  mow, 

Their  frozen  Limbs  awake  and  glow, 

The  vital  Flame  touched  with  a  flrange  Supply 
Rekindles,  for  the  God  of  Life  is  nigh; 
He  bids  the  vital  Flood  in  wonted  Circles  flow. 

Cold  Steel  exposed  to  Northern  Air, 
Drinks  the  Meridian  Fury  of  the  Midnight  Bear, 

And  burns  th'  unwary  Stranger  there. 
III. 

Enquire,  my  Soul,  of  antient  Fame, 

Look  back  two  thoufand  Years,  and  fee 

Th'  A£yrian  Prince  transform'd  a  Brute, 

For  boafting  to  be  abfolute  : 
Once  to  his  Court  the  God  of  lfrael came. 

A  K  1  n  g  more  abfolute  than  he. 

I  fee  the  Furnace  blaze  with  Rage 

Sevenfold  :  I  fee  amidit  the  Flame 

Three  Hebrews  of  Immortal  Name  j 
They  move,  they  walk  acrofs  the  burning  Stage 
Unhurt,  and  fearlefs,  while  the  Tyrant  flood 

A  Statue  ;  Fear  congeal'd  his  Blood  ; 

E  z  Nor 
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Nor  did  the  raging  Element  dare 

Attempt  their  Garments,  or  their  Hair  ; 
It  knew  the  Lord  of  Nature  there. 
Nature,  compell'd  by  a  fupericr  Caufe, 

Now  breaks  her  own  eternal  Laws, 

Now  feems  to  break  them,  and  obeys 

Her  Sov1reign  King  in  different  Ways. 

Father,  how  bright  thy  Glories  fhine  f 

How  broad  thy  Kingdom,  how  divine  ! 
Nature,  and  Miracle,  and  Fate,  and  Chance  are  thine. 
IV. 

Hence  from  my  Heart,  ye  Idols,  flee, 

Ye  founding  Names  of  Vanity  ! 

No  more  my  Lips  fnall  facrifce 

To  Chance  and  Nature,  Tales  and  Lies  : 
Creatures  without  a  God  can  yield  me  no  Supplies. 

What  is  the  Sun,  or  what  the  Shade, 

Or  Frofts,  or  Flames,  to  kill  or  fave  ? 
His  Favour  is  my  Life,  his  Lips  pronounce  me  d#ad  ; 

And  as  his  awful  Dictates  bid, 

Earth  is  my  Mother,  or  my  Grave. 


Condefcending  Grace. 

In  Imitation  of  the  cxivth  Pfalm. 
I. 

WHEN  the  Eternal  bows  the  Skies, 
To  vifit  Earthly  Things, 
With  Scorn  divine  he  turns  his  Eyes 
From  Towers  of  haughty  Kings ; 

3  II.  Ride 
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II. 

Rides  on  a  Cloud  difdainful  by 

A  Sultan,  or  a  Czar, 
Laughs  at  the  Worms  that  rife  fo  high, 

Or  frowns  'em  from  afar ; 
III. 
He  bids  his  awful  Chariot  roll 

Far  downward  from  the  : 
To  viiit  every  humble  Soul, 

With  Pleafure  in  his  Eyes. 

IV. 
Why  mould  the  Lord  that  reigns  above 

Difdain  fo  lofty  Kings  ? 
Say,  Lord,  and  why  fuch  Looks  of  Love 

Upon  fuch  worthlefs  Things  ? 
V. 
Mortals,  be  dumb  ;  what  Creature  dares 

Difpute  his  awful  Will  ? 
AJk  no  Account  of  his  Affairs, 

But  tremble,  and  be  frill. 

VI. 
Jufl  like  his  Nature  is  his  Grace, 

All  Sovereign,  and  all  Free  ; 
Great  God,  how  fearchlefs  are  thy  Ways  ! 

How  deep  thy  Judgments  be  ! 


E  3  fbi 
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The  Infinite. 

I. 

SOME  Seraph,  lend  your  heavenly  Tongue, 
Or  Harp  of  Golden  String, 
That  I  may  raife  a  lofty  Song 
To  our  Eternal  King. 

JI 

Thy  Names,  how  Infinite  they  be  I 

Great  Everlasting  One! 
Boundlefs  thy  Might  and  Pvlajeily, 
And  unconfin'd  thy  Throne. 
ILL 
Thy  Glories  mine  of  wondrou3  Size, 

And  v/ondrous  kvge  thy  Grace  ; 
Immortal  Day  breaks  from  tLJrie  Eyes, 
And  Gabriel  veils  his  Face. 
IV. 
Thine  EfTence  is  a  vail  Abyfs, 

Which  Angels  cannot  found, 
An  Ocean  of  Infinities 

Where  ail  our  Thoughts  are  drovvnM. 
V. 
The  Myileries  of  Creation  lie 
beneath  enlighten1  d  Minds, 

Thoughts 
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Thoughts  can  afcend  above  the  Sky, 

And  fly  before  the  Winds, 
VI. 
Reafon  may  grafp  the  many  Hills, 

And  ftretch  from  Pole  to  Pole, 
But  half  thy  Name  our  Spirit  fills, 

And  overloads  our  Soul. 

vir. 

In  vain  our  haughty  Reafon  fwells, 

For  Nothing's  found  in  Thee 
But  boundlefs  Unconceivables, 

And  vaft  Eternity. 


tm'&ffismmmmmmut 


Confejfwn  and  Pardon, 


ALAS,  my  aking  Heart ! 
Here  the  keen  Torment  lies  i 
It  racks  my  waking  Hours  with  Smart, 
And  frights  my  flumbring  Eyes. 

II. 
Guilt  will  be  hid  no  more, 
My  Griefs  take  vent  apace, 
The  Crimes  that  blot  my  Conscience  o'er 
Flufh  Crimfon  in  my  Face. 

III. 
My  Sorrows,  like  a  Flcod, 
Impatient  of  Reftraint, 

E  4  Into 
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Into  thy  Bofom,  Omy  God, 
Pour  out  a  long  Complaint. 

IV. 

This  impious  Heart  of  mine 

Could  once  defy  the  Lord, 
Could  rufh  with  Violence  on  to  Sin, 

In  Frefence  of  thy  Sword. 
V. 

How  often  have  I  flood 

A  Rebel  to  the  Skies, 
The  Calls,  the  Tenders  of  a  God, 

And  Mercy's  loudeft  Cries ! 

VI. 

He  offers  all  his  Grace, 

And  all  his  Heaven  to  me  ; 
Offers !  but  'tis  to  fenfelefs  Brafs, 

That  cannot  feel  nor  fee. 

VII. 

J  E  S  U  S  the  Saviour  Hands 

To  court  me  from  above, 
And  looks  and  fpreads  his  wounded  Hands, 

And  mews  the  Prints  of  Love. 
VIII. 

But  I,  a  fiupid  Fool, 

How  long  have  I  withflood 
The  BlerTings  purchased  with  his  Soul, 

And  paid  for  all  in  Blood  ? 
IX. 

The  heav'nly  Dove  came  down 

r.nd  tcnder'd  me  his  Wings 


T< 
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To  mount  me  upward  to  a  Crown, 
And  bright  immortal  Things. 

X. 
Lord,  Fm  afham'd  to  fay 
That  I  refus'd  thy  Dove, 
And  fent  thy  Spirit  griev'd  away, 
To  his  own  Realms  of  Love. 

XL 
Not  all  thine  heav'nly  Charms, 
Nor  Terrors  of  thy  Hand, 
Could  force  me  to  lay  down  my  Arms, 
And  bow  to  thy  Command. 
XII. 
Lord,  'tis  againft  thy  Face 
My  Sins  like  Arrows  rife, 
And  yet,  and  yet  (  O  matchlefs  Grace  ! ) 
Thy  Thunder  filent  lies. 

XIII. 
O  fhall  I  riever  feel. 
The  meltings  of  thy  Love  ? 
Am  I  of  fuch  Hell-harden'd  Steel 
That  Mercy  cannot  move  ? 

XIV. 
Now  for  one  powerful  Glance, 
Dear  Saviour,  from  thy  Face  ! 
This  Rebel-Heart  no  more  withftands, 
But  finks  beneath  thy  Grace. 
XV. 
O'ercome  by  dying  Love  I  fall, 
Here  at  thy  Crofs  I  lie ; 

E  ;  And 


62  LYRIC  POEMS,    Book  I, 

And  throw  my  Flefh,  my  Soul,  my  All, 
And  weep,  and  love,  and  die. 
XVI. 
"  Rife,  fays  the  Prince  of  Mercy,  rife, 
"  With  Joy  and  Pity'rns'Eyes : 
"  Rife,  and  behold  my  wounded  Veins, 
"  Here  flows  the  Blood  to  wafh  thy  Stains, 

XVII, 
«'  See  my  Great  Father  reconcil'd :  M 
He  faid.     And  lo,  the  Father  fmiTd  5 
The  joyful  Cherubs  clap'd  their  Wings, 
And  founded  Grace  on  all  their  Strings. 
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Young  Men  and  Maiden^  Old  Men  and  Babes  y 
praife  ye  the  Lord,  PfaL  cxlviii.  j2. 

I. 

SONS  cf  Adam,  bold  and  young, 
n  the  wild  Mazes  of  whofe  Veins 
A  Flood  of  fiery  Vigour  reigns, 
And  weilds  your  aclive  Limbs,  with  hardy  Sinews  ftrung  ; 
Fall  proftrate  at  th*  Eternal  Throne 
Whence  your  precarious  Pow'rs  depend  ; 
Nor  fwell  as  if  your  Lives  were  all  your  own, 

But  choofe  your  Maker  for  your  Friend  ; 
His  Favour  is  your  Life,  his  Arm  is  your  Support, 
His  Hand  can  ftretch  your  Days,  or  cut  your  Minutes  fliort. 

II.  Virgins 
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II. 

Virgins,  who  roll  your  artful  Eyes, 
And  fhoot  delicious  Danger  thence  ; 
Swift  the  lovely  Lightning  flies, 
And  melts  our  Reafon  down  to  Senfe  ; 
Boaft  not  of  thofe  withering  Charms 
That  muft  yield  their  youthful  Grace 
To  Age  and  Wrinkles,  Earth  and  Worms  ; 
But  love  the  Author  of  your  fmiling  Face  ; 
That  heavenly  Bridegroom  claims  your  blooming  Hours } 
O  make  it  your  perpetual  Care 
To  pleafe  that  Everlafting  Fair  ; 
His  Beauties  are  the  Sun,  and  but  the  Shade  is  yours. 
III. 
Infants,  whefe  different  Deftinies 
Are  wove  with  Threads  of  different  Size; 
But  from  the  fame  Spring- tide  of  Tears, 
Commence  your  Hopes,  and  Joys,  and  Fears, 
( A  tedious  Train  ! )  and  date  your  following  Years : 
Break  your  firft  Silence  in  his  Praife 

Who  wrought  your  wondrous  Frame  : 
With  Sounds  of  tendered  Accent  raife 

Young  Honours  to  his  Name  ; 
And  confecrate  your  early  Days 
To  know  the  Pow'r  fupreme, 
IV. 
Ye  Heads  of  venerable  Age, 
Jufl  marching  off  the  mortal  S:age, 
Fathers,  whofe  vital  Threads  are  fpun 
As  long  as  e'er  the  Glafs  of  Life  would  run, 

E  6  Adore 
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Adore  the  Hand  that  led  your  Way 
Thro'  fovv'ry  Fields  a  fair  long  Summer's  Day ; 
Gafp  out  your  Soul  in  Praifes  to  the  Sovereign  Pow'r 
That  fet  your  Well  fo  diflant  from  your  dawning  Hour. 
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Frying  Fowl,   and  Creeping  Things,  praife  ye 
the  Lord,  Pfal.  cxlviii.   10. 

I. 

SW  E  E  T  Flocks,  whof;  {of:  ennamel'd  Wing 
Swift  and  gently  cleaves  the  Sky  ; 
Whofe  charming  Notes  addrefs  the  Spring 
With  an  artlefs  Harmony. 
lovely  Minftrels  of  the  Field, 
Who  in  leafy  Shadows  fit, 
And  your  wondrous  Struftures  build, 
Awake  your  tuneful  Voices  with  the  dawning  Light ; 
To  Nature's  God  your  frit  Devotions  pay, 

E'er  your  falute  the  rifmg  Day, 
'Tis  he  calls  up  the  Sun,  and  gives  him  every  Ray, 
II. 
Serpents,  who  o'er  the  Meadows  Hide, 
And  wear  upon  your  mining  Back 
Num'rous  Ranks  of  gaudy  Pride, 
Which  thoufand  mingling  Colours  make; 
Let  the  fierce  Glances  of  your  Eyes 
Rebate  their  baleful  Fire  ; 

la 
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In  harmlefs  Play  twift  and  unfold 

The  Volumes  of  your  fcaly  Gold  : 
That  rich  Embroidery  of  your  gay  Attire, 

Proc'aims  your  Maker  kind  and  wife. 
III. 

Infedls  and  Mites,  of  mean  Degree, 

That  fvvarm  in  Myriads  o'er  the  Land, 

Moulded  by  Wifdom's  artful  Hand,. 
And  curl'd  and  painted  with  a  various  Die ; 

In  your  innumerable  Forms 

Praife  him  that  wears  th'  Ethereal  Crown, 

And  bend  his  lofty  Counfels  down 
To  defpicable  Worms. 


The  Comparifon  and  Complaint. 

I. 

INFINITE  Power,  Eternal  Lord, 
How  Sovereign  is  thy  Hand  ! 
All  Nature  role  t'  obey  thy  Word, 
And  moves  at  thy  Command. 
II. 
With  ileady  Courfe  thy  mining  Sun 

Keeps  his  appointed  Way  ; 
And  all  the  Hours  obedient  run 
The  Circle  of  the  Day, 

III.  But 


66  LTRIC  POEMS,    Book  I, 

in. 

But  ah !  how  wide  my  Spirit  flies, 

And  wanders  from  her  God! 
My  Soul  forgets  the  heavenly  Prize. 
And  treads  the  downward -Road. 
IV. 
The  raging  Fire,  and  ftormy  Sea, 

Perform  thine  awful  Will, 
And  every  Beafl  and  every  Tree, 
Thy  great  Defigns  fulfil : 
V. 
While  my  wild  Paffions  rage  within, 

Nor  thy  Commands  obey  ; 
And  Flefh  and  Senfe,  enflav'd  to  Sin, 
Draw  my  beft  Thoughts  away. 
VI. 
Shall  Creatures  of  a  meaner  Frame 

Pay  all  their  Dues  to  thee  ; 
Creatures,  that  never  knew  thy  Name, 
That  never  lov'd  like  me  ? 

VII.      . 
Great  God,  create  my  Soul  anew, 

Conform  my  Heart  to  thine, 
Melt  down  my  Will,  and  let  it  flow, 
And  take  the  Mould  Divine. 
VIII. 
Seize  my  whole  Frame  into  thy  Hand  ; 

Here  all  my  Pow'rs  I  bring  ; 
Manage  the  Wheels  by  thy  Command, 
And  govern  every  Spring* 

IX,  Then 
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IX. 

Then  (hall  my  Feet  no  more  depart, 

Nor  wandring  Senfes  rove ; 
'  Devotion  (hall  be  all  my  Heart, 
And  all  my  Paffions  Love, 
X. 
Than  not  the  Sun  (hall  more  than  I 

His  Maker's  Law  perform, 
Nor  travel  fwifter  thro'  the  Sky, 
Nor  with  a  Zeal  fo  warm, 


God  Supreme  and  Self-fufficient. 

L 

WHAT  is  our  God,  or  what  his  Name 
Nor  Men  can  learn,  nor  Angels  teach  ; 
He  dwells  conceaPd  in  radiant  Flame, 
Where  neither  Eyes  nor  Thoughts  can  reach, 

II. 
The  Spacious  Worlds  of  heav'nly  Light, 
Compar'd  with  him,  how  fhort  they  fail  ? 
They  are  too  dark,  and  He  too  bright. 
Nothing  are  they,  and  God  is  All. 

III. 
He  fpoke  the  wondrous  Word,  and  lo 
Creation  rofe  at  his  Command  > 
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Whirlwinds  and  Seas  their  Limits  know, 
Bound  in  the  Hollow  of  his  Hand. 

IV. 
There  refts  the  Earth,  there  roll  the  Spheres, 
There  Nature  leans,  and  feels  her  Prop: 
But  his  own  Self-Sufficience  bears 
The  Weight  of  his  own  Glories  up, 

V. 
The  Tide  of  Creatures  ebbs  and  flows, 
Meafuring  their  Changes  by  the  Moon  : 
No  Ebb  his  Sea  of  Glory  knows ; 
His  Age  is  one  Eternal  Noon. 

VI. 
Then  fly,  my  Song,  an  endlefs  Round, 
The  lofty  Tune  let  Michael  raife; 
All  Nature  dwell  upon  the  Sound, 
But  we  can  ne'er  fulfil  the  Praife. 


JESUS  the  only  Saviour. 
I. 

AD  J  M9  our  Father  and  our  Head 
Tranfgreit ;  and  Juflice  doonVd  us  Dead  : 
The  fiery  Law  fpeaks  all  Befpair, 
There's  no  Reprieve,  nor  Pardon  there, 

II. 
Call  a  bright  Council  in  the  Skies ; 
"  Seraphs  the  Mighty  and  the  Wife, 

V  Say, 
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m  Say,  what  Expedient  can  you  give, 
u  That  Sin  be  damn'd,  and  Sinners  live  ? 

III. 
M  Speak,  are  you  ftrong  to  bear  the  Load, 
*  The  weighty  Vengeance  of  a  God? 
"  Which  of  you  loves  our  wretched  Race, 
u  Or  dares  to  venture  in  our  Place  ? 

IV. 
In  vain  we  aik  :  for  all  around 
Stands  Silence  thro'  the  heavenly  *Ground  : 
There's  not  a  glorious  Mind  above 
Has  half  the  Strength,  or  half  the  Love. 

V. 
But,  O  unutterable  Grace  ! 
Th'  Eternal  Son  takes  Adam's  Place ;    - 
Down  to  our  World  the  Saviour  flies, 
Stretches  his  naked  Arms,  and  dies. 

VI. 
Juftice  was  pleas'd  to  bruife  the  God, 
And  pay  its  Wrongs  with  heavenly  Blood  ; 
What  unknown  Racks  and  Pangs  he  bore  ! 
Then  rofe  ;  The  Law  could  afk  no  more, 

VII. 
Amazing  Work !  look  down,  ye  Skies, 
Wonder  and  gaze  with  all  your  Eyes ; 
Ye  heavenly  Thrones,  (loop  from  above, 
And  bow  to  this  myfterious  Love. 


VIII.  See, 
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VIII. 
See,  how  they  bend  !  See,  how  they  look  ! 
Long  they  had  read  th*  Eternal  Book, 
And  ftudied  dark  Decrees  in  vain, 
The  Crofs  and  Ca/va-y  makes  thern  plain, 

IX. 
Now  they  are  ftruck  with  deep  Amaze, 
Each  with  his  Wings  conceals  his  Face  *, 
Nor  clap  their  founding  Plumes,  and  cry, 
The  Wifdom  ofaDE  ITT! 

X. 
Low  they  adore  th'  Incarnate  Son, 
And  fing  the  Glories  he  hath  won  ; 
Sing  how  he  broke  our  Iron  Chains, 
How  deep  he  funk,  how  high  he  reigns 

XL 
Triumph  and  reign,  victorious  Lord, 
By  all  thy  flaming  Hofts  adorM : 
And  fay,  dear  Conqueror,  fay,  how  long. 
E'er  we  fhall  rife  to  join  their  Song, 

XII. 
Lo,  from  afar  the  promis*d  Day 
Shines  with  a  well  diftinguifh'd  Ray ; 
But  my  winged  Paffion  hardly  bears 
Thefe  Lengths  of  flow  delaying  Years. 

XIII. 
Send  down  a  Chariot  from  above, 
With  fiery  Wheels,  and  pav'd  with  Love  ; 
Raife  me  beyond  th*  Ethereal  Blue, 
To  fing  and  love  as  Angels  do. 

Looking 
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Looking  upward, 

I. 

THE  Heavens  invite  mine  Eye, 
The  Stars  falute  me  round  j 
Father,  I  blufli,  I  mourn  to  Jie 
Thus  groveling  on  the  Ground, 

II. 
My  warmer  Spirits  move, 
And  make  Attempts  to  fly} 
1  wifh  a!oud  for  Wings  of  Love 
To  raife  me  fwifc  and  high. 

III. 
Beyond  thofe  Cryftal  Vaults, 
And  all  their  fparkling  Balls ; 
They're  but  the  Porches  to  thy  Courts^ 
And  Paintings  on  thy  Walls, 

IV. 
Vain  World,  farewel  to  ycu  5 
Heaven  is  my  native  Air  ; 
I  bid  my  Friends  a  ihort  Adieu., 
Impatient  to  be  there. 

V. 
I  feel  my  Powers  releaft 
From  their  old  flelhy  Clod  j 
Fair  Guardian,  bear  me  up  in  hafte 

And  fet  me  near  my  G  0  p. 

Christ 
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Christ  Dying,  Rjfing,  ani  Reigning. 

I. 

HE  dies !  the  heav'nly  Lover  dies ! 
The  Tidings  ftrike  a  doleful  Sound 
On  my  poor  Heart  firings :  deep  he  lies 
In  the  cold  Caverns  of  the  Ground. 

II. 
Come,  Saints,  and  drop  a  Tear  or  two, 
On  the  dear  Bofom  of  your  God, 
He  fned  a  thoufand  Drops  for  you, 
A  thoufand  Drops  of  richer  Blood. 

III. 
Here's  Love  and  Grief  beyond  degree, 
The  Lord  of  Glory  dies  for  Men ! 
But  lo,  what  fudden  Joys  I  fee  ! 
J ESUS  the  dead  revives  again. 

IV. 
The  riling  God  forfakes  the  Tomb, 
Up  to  his  Father's  Court  he  flies ; 
Cherubic  Legions  guard  him  home, 
And  fhout  him  welcome  to  the  Skies. 

V. 
Break  off  your  Tears,  ye  Saints,  and  tell 
How  high  our  Great  Deliverer  reigns ; 
Sing  how  he  fpoiPd  the  Hofls  of  Hell, 
And  led  the  Monfter  Death  in  Chains. 

VI.  Say, 
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VI. 

Say,    Live  fry  ev  '      s  King  f 

Bom  to  Redeem,  ana  favi  ! 

Then  afk  the  Monftei ,  e*s  bis  Sting  ? 

And  where**  thy  Vidor  .  >  Grave  f 


T&£  God   0/  Thunder. 

I. 

OTHE  Immenfe,  th' Amazing  Height, 
The  boundlefs  Grandeur  of  cur  God, 
Who  treads  the  Worlds  beneath  his  Feci9 
And  fways  the  Nations  with  his  Nod  ! 

II. 
He  fpeaks ;  and  lo,  all  Nature  makes, 
Heav'n's  everlafting  Pillars  bow  ; 
He  rends  the  Clouds  with  hideous  Cracks, 
And  moots  his  fiery  Arrows  through. 

III. 
Well,  let  the  Nations  ftart  and  fly 
At  the  blue  Lightning's  horrid  Glare, 
Atheifts  and  Emperors  fhrink  and  die,  ' 

When  Flame  and  Noife  torment  the  Air. 

IV. 
Let  Noife  and  Flame  confound  the  Skies, 
And  drown  the  fpacious  Realms  below, 
Yet  will  we  fing'the  Thunderer's  Praife, 
And  fend  our  loud  Hof annas  through. 

V.  Ce- 
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V. 

Celeftial  King,  thy  blazing  Power 
Kindles  our  Hearts  to  flaming  Joys, 
We  fhout  to  hear  thy  Thunders  roar, 
And  echo  to  our  Father's  Voice. 

VI. 
Thus  mall  the  God  our  Saviour  come, 
And  Lightnings  round  his  Chariot  play, 
Ye  Lightnings,  fly  to  make  him  room, 
Ye  glorious  Storms,  prepare  his  Way. 


&    dg.    4&-    4B-    45-  4?  %-    &    4B.    ^    4fe 


J"&£  D#y  0/  Judgment. 
An     ODE. 
Attempted  in  Englijh  Sapphick. 

I. 

WHEN  the  fierce  AW£  Wind  with  his  airy  Fo:ce: 
Rears  up  the  B  a  hick  to  a  foaming  Fury  ; 
And  the  red  Lightning,  with  a  Storm  of  Hail  comes 

Ruihing  amain  down, 
If. 
How  the  poor  Sailors  ftand  amaz'd  and  tremble  I 
While  the  hoarfe  Thunder,  like  a  bloody  Trumpet, 
Hoars  a  loud  Onfet  to  the  gaping  Waters 

Quick  to  devour  them. 
III.  Such 
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Such  (hall  the  Noife  be,  and  the  wild  Diforder, 
(If  Things  Eternal  may  be  like  thefe  Earthly) 
Such  the  dire  Terror  when  the  great  Archangel 

Shakes  the  Creation ; 
IV. 
Tears  the  flrong  Pillars  of  the  Vault  of  Heaven, 
Breaks  up  old  Marble,  the  Repofe  of  Princes  ; 
See  the  Graves  open,  and  the  Bones  arifing, 

Flames  all  around  'em  ! 
V. 
Hark,  the  drill  Outcries  of  the  guilty  Wretches ! 
Lively  bright  Horror,  and  amazing  Anguifh, 
Stare  thro'  their  Eye-lids,  while  the  living  Worm  lies 

Gnawing  within  them, 
VI. 
Thoughts,  like  old  Vultures,  prey  upon  their  Heartltrings^ 
And  the  Smart  twinges,  when  the  Eye  beholds  the 
Lofty  Judge  frowning,  and  a  Flood  of  Vengeance 

Rolling  afore  him* 
VII. 
Hopelefs  Immortals !  how  they  fcream  and  fhiver 
While  Devils  puih  them  to  the  Pit  wide-yawning 
.Hideous  and  gloomy  to  receive  them  headlong 

Down  to  the  Centre, 
VIII. 
Stop  here,  my  Fancy  :  (all  away,  ye  horrid 
Doleful  Ideas,)  come,  arife  to  J  E  S  US, 
Mow  he  fits  God-like  !  and  the  Saints  around  him 

Thron'd,  yet  adoring  ? 

IX,  O 
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IX. 

O  may  I  fit  there  when  he  comes  Triumphant, 
Dooming  the  Nations !  then  afcend  to  Glory, 
While  our  Hof annas  all  along  the  Paffage 

Shout  the  Redeemer. 


ss 


The  Song  of  Angels  above. 
I. 

EARTH  has  detain'd  me  Prifoner  long, 
And  I'm  grown  weary  now : 
My  Heart,  my  Hand,  my  Ear,  my  Tongue, 
There's  nothing  here  for  you. 
II. 
Tir'd  in  my  Thoughts  I  flretch  me  down, 

And  upward  glance  mine  Eyes. 
Upward  (my  Father)  to  thy  Throne, 
And  to  my  native  Skies. 

III. 
There  the  dear  Man  my  Saviour  fits, 

The  God,  how  bright  he  Ihines ! 
And  fcatters  infinite  Delights 
On  all  the  happy  Minds. 

IV. 
Seraphs  with  elevated  Strains 
Circle  the  Throne  around, 
And  move  and  charm  the  ftarry  Plains 
With  an  Immortal  Sound. 


V.  J  E- 
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V. 

JESUS  the  Lord  their  Harps  employs, 

JESUS  my  Love  they  fing, 
JESUS  the  Name  of  both  oar  Joys 
Sounds  fvveet  from  every  String* 
VI. 
Hark,  how  beyond  the  narrow  Bounds 

Of  Time  and  Space  they  run, 
And  fpeak  in  moft  Majeftick  Sounds, 
The  Godhead  of  the  Son. 
VII. 
How  on  the  Father's  Breafl  he  lay, 

The  Darling  of  his  Soul, 

Infinite  Years  before  the  Day 

Or  Heavens  began  to  roil. 

VIII. 
'  And  now  they  fink  the  lofty  Tone, 
And  gentler  Notes  they  play, 
And  bring  th'  Eternal  Godhead  down 
To  dwell  in  humble  Clay. 
IX. 
O  facred  Beauties  of  the  Man! 

( The  God  refides  within ) 
His  Fielh  all  pure,  without  a  Stain, 
His  Soul  without  a  Sin. 

X. 
Then,  how  he  look'd,  and  how  he  finiPd, 

What  wondrous  Things  he  faid  ! 
Sweet  Cherubs,  (lay,  dwell  here  a  while, 
And  tell  what  JESUS  did. 

F  XI.  At 
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XI. 

At  his  Command  the  Blind  awake, 
And  feel  the  gladfom  Rays  $ 
Ke  bids  the  Dumb  attempt  to  fpeak, 
They  try  their  Tongues  in  Praife. 
XII. 
Ke  fhed  a  thoufand  Blefiings  round 

Where-e'er  he  turn'd  his  Eye  ; 
Ke  fpoke,  and  at  the  Sovereign  Sound 
The  hellifh  Legions  fly. 

XIII. 
Thus  while  with  unambitious  Strife 

Th1  Ethereal  Minftreis  rove 
Thro'  all  the  Labours  of  his  Life, 
And  Wonders  of  his  Lo\re. 
XIV. 
In  the  full  Choir  a  broken  String 

Groans  with  a  ftrange  Surprize  ; 
The  reft  in  Silence  mourn  their  King, 
That  bleeds,  and  loves,  and  dies. 
XV. 
Seraph  and  Saint,  with  drooping  Wings, 

Ceafe  their  harmonious  Breath  ; 
No  blooming  Trees,  nor  bubbling  Springs, 
While  JESUS  fleeps  in  Death. 
XVI. 
Then  all  at  once  to  living  Strains 

They  fummon  every  Chord, 
Break  up  the  Tomb,  and  burft  his  Chains, 
And  Ihew  their  rifmg  Lord- 

XVII.  A- 
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XVXF. 

Around  the  flaming  Army  throngs 

To  guard  him  to  the  Skies, 
With  loud  Hofanncis  on  their  Tongues, 

And  Triumph  in  their  Eyes. 

XVIII. 
In  awful  State  the  conquering  God 

Afcends  his  mining  Throne, 
While  tuneful  Angels  found  abroad 

The  Vift'ries  he  has  won. 

XIX. 
Now  let  me  rife,  and  join  their  Song, 

And  be  an  Angel  too  ; 
My  Heart,  my  Hand,  my  Ear,  my  Tongue, 

Here's  joyful  Work  for  you. 

XX. 

I  would  begin  the  Mufick  here, 

And  to  my  Soul  mould  rife  : 
Oh  for  fome  heavenly  Notes  to  bear 

My  Spirit  to  the  Skies ! 

XXI. 
There,  ye  that  love  my  Saviour,  fit, 

There  I  would  fain  have  place, 
Amongft  your  Thrones,  or  at  your  Feet, 

So  I  might  fee  his  Face. 

XXII. 
I  am  connVd  to  Earth  no  more, 

But  mount  in  hafte  above, 
To  blefs  the  God  that  I  adore, 

And  fing  tbe  Man  I  love. 

F  z  Fire, 
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Fire,   Air,    Earth  and  Sea,  praife  ye  the 

Lo  R  D. 

I 

EAR  7  H,  thou  great  Footftool  of  our  God 
Who  Feigns  on  high  ;  thou  fruitful  Source 
Of  all  cur  Rayment,  Life  and  Food  ; 
Our  Houfe,  our  Parent,  and  our  Nurfe  ; 
Mighty  Stage  of  mortal  Scenes, 
Dreil  with  ftrong  and  gay  Machines, 
Hung  with  golden  Lamps  around  ; 
(And  flow'ry  Carpets  fpread  the  Ground  ) 
Thou  bulky  Globe,  prodigious  Mafs, 
That  hangs  unpillar'd  in  an  empty  Space ! 
While  thy  unweildy  Weight  refts  on  the  feeble  Air, 
Blefs  that  Almighty  Word  that  fix'd  and  holds  thee  there. 
II. 
Fire,  thou  fwift  Herald  of  his  Face, 
Whofe  glorious  Rage,  at  his  Command, 
Levels  a  Palace  with  the  Sand, 
Blending  the  lofty  Spires  in  Ruin  with  the  Bafe  : 
Ye  heav'nly  Flames,  that  fmge  the  Air, 
Artillery  of  a  jealous  God, 
Bright  Arrows  that  his  founding  Quivers  bear 

To  fcatcer  Deaths  abroad  ; 
Lightnings,  adore  the  foverelgn  Arm  that  flings 
His  Vengeance,  and  your  Fires,  upon  the  Heads  of  Kings. 

III.  Thou 
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Thou  vita!  Element,  the  Air> 

lofe  boundlefi  Magazines  or  Breath 

Our  fainting  Flame  of  Life  re: 
And  (ave  the  Bubble  Man  from  the  cold  Arms  of  Death  : 
And  ye,   whofe  vital  Moiitnre  yields 

Life's  purple  Stream  a  frefh  Supply  ; 
Sweet  Waters,  wandring  thro"  y  Fields, 

Or  dropping  from  the  Sky  ; 
Coufefs  the  Pow'r  whofe  all-fuificient  Name 
Nor  needs  your  Aid  to  build,  cr  to  fupport  our  Frame, 

IV. 

Now  the  rude  Air,  with  noify  Force, 

Beats  up  and  fwells  the  angry  Sea, 

They  join  to  make  our  Lives  a  Prey, 

And  (weep  :h^  Sailors  Elopes  away, 
Vain  Hopes,  to  reach  their  Kindred  on  the  Shores ! 

Lo,   the  wild  Seas  and  (urging  Waves 

Gape  hideous  in  a  thoufand  Graves  : 
Be  (till,  ye  Floods,  and  know  yo;r  Bounds  of  Sand, 

Ye  Storms,  adore  your  Mailer's  Hand  ; 
The  Winds  are  in  his  Fift,  the  Waves  at  his  Command, 
V. 

From  the  Eternal  Emptinels 

His  fruitful  Word  by  fecret  Springs 

Drew  the  whole  Harmony  of  Things 

That  form  this  noble  Univerfe  : 

Old  Nothing  knew  his  pow'rful  Hand, 

Scarce  had  he  (poke  his  full  Command, 
Fire,  Air,  and  Earth,  and  Sea  heard  the  creating  Call, 
And  leap'd  from  empty  Nothing  to  this  beauteous  All ; 

And  full* they  dance,  and  full  obey 
The  Orders  they  receiv'd  the  great  Creation-Day. 

F  3  ttt 
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DE  A  D  be  my  Heart  to  all  below, 
To  mortal  Joys  and  mortal  Cares ; 
To  fenfual  Blifs  that  charms  us  To 
Be  dank,  my  Eyes,  and  deaf,  my  Ears, 

II. 
Here  I  renounce  my  carnal  Tafle 
Of  the  fair  Fruit  that  Sinners  prize  : 
Their  Paradife  mall  never  wafte 
One  Thought  of  mine,  but  to  deipife. 

III. 
-All  earthly  Joys  are  over-weigh'd 
With  Mountains  of  vexatious  Care  ; 
And  where's  the  Sweet  that  is  not  laid 
A  Bait  to  fome  deftru&ive  Snare  ? 

VI. 
Ee  gone  for  ever,  Mortal  Things ! 
Thou  mighty  Mole-Hill,  Earth,  Farewel  ! 
Angels  afpire  on  lofty  Wings, 
And  leave  the  Globe  for  Ants  to  dwell, 

V. 
Come  Heaven,  and  fill  my  vail  Defires, 
My  Soul  purfues  the  fovereign  Good ; 
She  was  all  made  of  heavenly  Fires, 

Nor  can  flic  live  on  meaner  Food. 

Go  D 
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.  God   <?#/y  hwwn  to  him f elf. 

STAND  and  adore  !  how  glorious  He 
That  dwells  in  bright  Eternity  ! 
We  gaze,  and  we  confound  our  Sight 
Piung'd  in  th'  Abyfs  of  dazling  Light. 

II. 
Thou  Sacred  One,  Almighty  Three, 
Great  Everlafting  Mystery, 
What  lofty  Numbers  mail  we  frame 
Equal  to  thy  tremendous  Name  ? 

III. 
Seraphs,  the  neareft  to  the  Throne, 
Begin,  and  fpeak  the  Great  Unknown  : 
Attempt  the  Song,  wind  up  your  Strings, 
To  Notes  untry'd,  and  boundlefs  Things, 

IV. 
You,  whofe  capacious  Pow'rs  iurvey 
Largely  beyond  our  Eyes  of  Clay : 
Yet  what  a  narrow  Portion  too 
Is  feen,  or  known,  or  thought  by  you  ? 

V. 
How  flat  your  higheft  Praifes  fall 
Below  th'  immenfe  Original! 
Weak  Creatures  we,  that  ftrive  in  vain 
To  reach  an  uncreated  Strain ! 

F4  VI.Grea 
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VI. 

Great  God,  forgive  our  feeble  Lays, 
Sound  .out  thine  own  eternal  Praife  ; 
A  Song  fo  vail,  a  Theme  fo  high, 
Calls  for  the  Voice  that  tun'd  the  Sky. 

Pardon  and  Sanflification. 
I. 

MY  Crimes  awake  ;  and  hideous  Feai 
Diflra&s  my  reftlefs  Mind, 
Guilt  meets  my  Eyes  with  horrid  Glare, 
And  Hell  purfues  behind. 
II. 
Almighty  Vengeance  frowns  on  high, 

And  Flames  array  the  Throne  ; 
While  Thundur  murmurs  round  the  Sky,. 
Impatient  to  be  gone. 

III. 
Where  mail  I  hide  this  noxious  Head  j 

Can  Rocks  or  Mountains  fave  ? 
Or  mall  I  wrap  me  in  the  Shade 
Or  Midnight  and  the  Grave  ? 
IV. 
Is  there  no  Shelter  from  the  lye 

Of  a   revenging  God  ? 
JESUS,  to  thy  dear  Wounds  I  fly, 
Eedew  me  with  thy  Blood, 

V.  Thofe 
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V. 

Thofe  Guardian  Drops  my  Soul  fecure, 

And  vvafh  away  my  Sin ; 
Eternal  Juftice  frowns  no  more, 

And  Confcience  fmiles  within. 
VI. 
I  blefs  that  wondrous  Purple  Stream 

That  whitens  every  Stain  ; 
Yet  is  my  Soul  but  half  redeem'd, 

If  Sin  the  Tyrant  reign. 

VII. 
Lord,  blail  his  Empire  with  thy  Breath, 

That  curfed  Throne  mult  fall ; 
Ye  flattering  Plagues,  that  work  my  Death, 

Fly,  for  I  hate  you  all. 


Sovereignty  and  Grace. 
I. 

THE  Lord!  how  fearful  is  his  Name  ? 
How  wide  is  his  Command  ? 
Nature,  with  all  her  moving  Frame, 
Refrs  on  his  mighty  Hand. 
II. 
Immortal  Glory  forms  his  Throne, 

And  Light  his  awful  Robe  ; 
Whilil  with  a  SmiLe,  or  with  a  Frown^ 
He  manages  the  Globe. 

F  S  III.  A 
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A  Word  of  his  Almighty  Breath 

Can  fweil  or  fink  the  Seas ; 
Build  the  vaft  Empires  of  the  Earth, 

Cr  break  them  as  he  pleafe. 

IV. 

Adoring  Angels  round  him  fall 

In  all  their  ihining  Forms, 
His  fovereign  Eye  looks  thro'  them  all, 

And  pities  mortal  Worms. 
V. 
His  Bowels,  to  our  worthlefs  Race, 

In  fweet  CompalTion  move  ; 
He  cloaths  his  Looks  with  fofteft  Grace, 

And  takes  his  Title,  Love. 
VI. 
Now  let  the  Lord  for  ever  reign, 

And  fway  us  as  he  will, 
Sick,  or  in  Health,  in  Eafe,  or  Pain, 

We  are  his  Favourites  ftill. 
VII. 
No  more  fliall  peevifh  PaiTion  rife, 

The  Tongue  no  more  complain  ; 
*Tis  fovereign  Love  that  lends  our  Joys, 

And  Love  refumes  again. 


*w* 
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The  Law  and  GoJpeL 
I. 

"    f^i  U  R  S  T  be  the  Man,  for  ever  curft, 
V-^  "  That  doth  one  wilful  Sin  commit ; 
"  Death  and  Damnation  for  the  Firft, 
*'  Without  Relief  and  Infinite. 
II. 
Thus  Sinai  roars ;  and  round  the  Earth 
Thunder,  and  P'ire,  and  Vengeance  flings ; 
But  J  E  S  U  S,  thy  dear  gafping  Breath, 
And  C  a /vary,  fay  gentler  Things. 

III. 
"  Pardon,  and  Grace,  and  boundlefs  Love, 
"  Streaming  along  a  Saviour's  Blood, 
"  And  Life,  and  Joys,  and  Crowns  above, 
€i  Dear-purchas'd  by  a  bleeding  God. 

IV. 
Hark,  how  he  prays,  (the  charming  Sound- 
Dwells  on  his  dying  Lips)  Fop-give  ; 
And  every  Groan,  and  gaping  Wound, 
Cries,  "  Father,  let  the  Rebels  live. 

V. 
Go,  you  that  reft  upon  the  Law,    • 
And  toil,  and  feek  Salvation  there, 
Look  to  the  Flames  that  Mo/es  faw, 
And  fhrink,  and  tremble,  and  defpair. 

F  6  VI.  But 
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VI. 

But  Til  retire  beneath  the  Crofs, 
Saviour,  at  thy  dear  Feet  I  lie  ; 
And  the  keen  Sword  that  Juftice  draws* 
Flaming  and  red,  mail  pais  me  by. 

'  4£.    jfe    &   j&    &,    4&   j&   J&    |&    A    jgt 

Seeking  a  divine  Culm  in  a  reftlefs  World. 

O  Mens,    quae  ftabili   fata  Regis   vice,   &c. 
C&miK  Book  III.  Od.  28, 


I. 

ETERNAL  Mind,  who  ruPft  the  Fates 
Of  dying  Realms,  and  rifing  States^ 
With  one  unchang'd  Decree, 
While  we  admire  thy  vail  Affairs, 
Say,  Can  our  little  trifling  Cares 
Afford  a  Smile  to  thee  ? 

II. 
Thou  fcattereft  Honours,  Crowns  and  Gold  % 
We  fly  to  feize,  and  fight  to  hold 

The  Bubbles  and  the  Oar : 
So  Emmets  flruggle  for  a  Grain  ; 
So  Boys  their  petty  Wars  maintain 
For  Shells  upon  the  Shore. 

III. 
Here  a  vain  Man  his  Scepter  breaks> 
The  next  a  broken  Scepter  takes, 

And 
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Ar.d  Warriors  win  and  lcfe ; 
This  rolling  World  will  never  ffcnd, 
Plunder'd  and  fnatch'd  from  Hand  to  Hand^ 

As  Power  decays  or  grows, 
IV. 
Earth's  but  an  Atom  :  Greedy  Swords 
Carve  it  amongft  a  thoufand  Lords^. 

And  yet  they  can't  agree  : 
Let  greedy  Swords  Hill  fight  and  flay, 
I  can  be  poor  ;  but,  Lord,  I  pray 

To  fit  and  (mile  with  thee, 


H 


Happy  Frailty. 

I. 

O  W  meanly  dwells  th'  Immortal  Mind  I 


u  How  vile  thefe  bodies  are  ! 
"  Why  was  a  Clod  of  Earth  defign'd 
"  T'  enclofe  a  heavenly  Star  ? 
II. 
P  Weak  Cottage  where  our  Souls  refide  I 
^     "  This  Flefh  a  totf  ring  Wall ; 
u  With  frightful  Breaches  gaping  wide 
u  The  Building  bends  to  fall. 
III. 
"  All  round  it  Storms  of  Trouble  blow, 
v    "  And  Waves  of  Sorrow  roll ; 
u  Cold  Waves  and  Winter  Storms  beat  through, 
u  And  pain  the  Tenant-Soul, 

IV.  Alas) 
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IV. 

"  Alas  ?  how  frail  our  State  Vy  faid  I ; 
'     And  thus  went  mourning  on, 
Till  fudden  from  the  cleaving  Sky 

A  Gleam  of  Glory  fhone. 
V. 
My  Soul  all  felt  the  Glory  come, 

And  breath'd  her  native  Air ; 
Then  fhe  remember'd  Heaven  her  Home, 

And  fhe  a  Prifoner  here. 

VI. 
Straight  fhe  began  to  change  her  Key, 

And  joyful  in  her  Pains, 
She  fung  the  Frailty  of  her  Clay 

In  pleafurable  Strains. 

VII. 
"  How  weak  the  Pris'n  is  where  I  dwell ! 

"  Flelh  but  a  tottering  Wall, 
«<  The  Breaches  chearfully  foretel, 

"  The  Houfe  mull  fhortly  fall. 
VIII. 
6i  No  more,  my  Friends,  (hall  I  complain, 

"  Tho'  all  my  Heart-firings  ake ; 
u  Welcome  Difeafe,  and  every  Pain, 

"  That  makes  the  Cottage  make. 
IX. 
u  Now  let  the  Tempeft  blow  all  round. 

"  Now  fvvell  the  Surges  high, 
**  And  beat  this  Houfe  of  Bondage  down,. 

."  To  let  the  Stranger  fly. 

"X,  I 
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"  I  have  a  Manfion  built  above 
\  "  By  the  Eternal  Hand  ; 
«  And  fhould  the  Earth's  old  Bafis  move 
"  My  Heav'nly  Houfe  muft  ftand. 
XL 
"  Yes,  for  'tis  there  my  Saviour  reigns, 

"  (I  long  to  fee  the  God) 
<'  And  his  immortal  Strength  fuftains 
1      "  The  Courts  that  coll  him  Blood. 

XII. 
Hark,  from  on  high  my  Saviour  calls : 

"  I  come,  my  Lord,  my  Love:" 
Devotion  breaks  the  Prifon- Walls, 
And  fpeeds  my  lafl  Remove. 

Launching  into  Eternity. 

IT  was  a  brave  Attempt !  adventurous  He, 
Who  in  the  firil  Ship  broke  the  unknown  Sea  r 
And  leaving  his  dear  native  Shores  behind, 
Trufted  his  Life  to  the  licentious  Wind. 
I  fee  the  furging  Brine  :  the  Tempeft  raves : 
He  on  a  Pine-Plank  rides  acrofs  the  Waves, 
Exulting  on  the  Edge  of  thoufand  gaping  Graves : 
He  fleers  the  winged  Boat,  and  fhifts  the  Sails, 

Conquers  the  Flood,  and  manages  the  Gales. 

1  tSuck 
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Such  is  the  Soul  that  leaves  this  mortal  Land 
Fearlefs  when  the  great  Mailer  gives  Command. 
Death  is  the  Storm  :  She  fmiles  to  hear  it  roar, 
And  bids  the  Tempefl  waft  her  from  the  Shore  : 
Then  with  a  Ikilful  Helm  flie  fweeps  the  Seas,, 
And  manages  the  raging  Storm  with  Eafe ; 
(Her  Faith  can  govern  Death)  me  ipreads  her  Wings 
Wide  to  the  Wind,  and  as  fhe  fails  me  fmgs, 
And  lofes  by  Degrees  the  fight  of  mortal  Things. 
As  the  Shores  leffen,  fo  her  Joys  arlie, 
The  Waves  roll* gentler,  and  the  Tempefl  dies, 
Now  vail  Eternity  fills  all  her  Sight, 
She  floats  on  the  broad  Deep  with  infinite  Delight, 
The  Seas  for  ever  calm,  the  Skies  for  ever  bright. 


A  Profpeff  of  the  Refurreftion. 

I. 

HOW  long  (hall  Death  the  Tyrant  reign. 
And  triumph  o'er  the  Jurr, 
While  the  rich  flood  of  Martyrs  ilain 
Lies  mingled  with  the  Duft  ? 
II. 
When  fhall  the  tedious  Night  be  gone  ? 

When  will  our  Lord  apper.r  ? 
Our  fond  Ddires  would  pray  him  down^ 
Our  Loye  embrace  him  here. 

z  III.  Let 
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Let  Faith  arife  and  climb  the  Hills, 

And  from  afar  defcry 
How  diftant  are  his  Chariot- Wheels, 

And  tell  how  fall  they  jly. 
IV. 
Lo,  I  behold  the  featuring  Shades, 

The  Dawn  of  Heav'n  appears, 
The  fweet  immortal  Morning  fpreads 

Its  Blufhes  round  the  Spheres. 
V. 
I  fee  the  Lord  of  Glory  come, 

And  flaming  Guards  around; 
The  Skies  divide  to  make  him  Room> 

The  Trumpet  makes  the  Ground* 
VI. 
I  hear  the  Voice,  Ye  dead  arife, 

And  lo,  the  Graves  obey, 
And  waking  Saints  with  joyful  Eyes 

Salute  th'  expe&ed  Day. 

VII. 
They  leave  the  Duft,  and  on  the  Wing 

Rife  to  the  middle  Air, 
In  mining  Garments  meet  their  King, 

And  low  adore  him  there. 

VIII. 
O.  may  my  humble  Spirit  ftand 

Amongft  them  cloth' d  in  White  !" 
The  meaneil  Place  at  his  Right  Hand 

Is  infinite  Delight. 

IX.  How 
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IX. 

How  will  cor  Joy  and  Wonder  rife, 

When  our  returning  King 
Shall  bear  us  homeward  thro'  the  Skies 

On  Love's  triumphant  Wing  ! 

Ad  Dominum  noftrum  £s?  Ser&afdrent 
JESUM  CHRISTUM. 

O  D  A. 

I.- 

TE,  grande  Numen,  Corporis  Incok, 
Te,  magna  magni  Progenies  Patris, 
Nomen  verendum  nofrri  J  E  SU 
Vox,  Citharae,  Calami  fonabunt. 
II. 
Aptentur  auro  grandifonae  fides, 
CHRIST  I  Triumphos  incipe  Barbite, 
Fra&ofque  terrores  Averni, 

Vi&um  Erebum,  domitamque  Mortem. 
III. 
Immenfa  vaflos  faecula  circulos 
Volvere,  blando  dum  Patris  in  fmu 
To  to  fruebatur  J  EHOVAH 
Gaudia  mille  bibens  JESUS; 

IV.  Do- 
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IV. 
Donee  fuperno  vidit  ab  JEthexe 
Adam  cadentem,  Tartara  hiantk, 
Unique  mergendos  ruina 

Heu  nimium  miferos  Nepotes : 
V. 
Vidit  minaces  Vindicis  Angeli 
Ignes  &  Enfem,  Telaque  Sanguine. 
Tingenda  noibro,  dum  rapinae 
Spe  fremuere  Erebxa  Monflra, 
VI. 
Commota  facras  Vifcera  protinus 
Sensere  flammas,  Omnipotens  furor 
Ebullit,  Immenfique  Amom 
^Ethereum  caiet  Igne  Pe&us. 
VII. 

u  Non  tota  prorfus  Gens  Hominum  dabit 
f€  Hofti  Triumphos :  Quid  Patris  &  Labor 
"  Dulcifque  Imago  ?  num  peribunt 
"  Funditus  ?  O  prius  Aftra  caeefs 
VIII. 
u  Mergantur  Undis,  8c  redeat  Chaos : 
r  Aut  ipfe  difperdam  Satans*  dolos, 
"  Aut  ipfe  difperdar,  &  ifti 

"  Sceptra  dabo  moderanda  dextrae, 
IX. 
H  Teflor  paternum  Numen,  &  hoc  Caput 
U  iEquale  teflor,  dixit ;  8c  Athens 
Inclinat  ingens  culmen,  alto 
Defiliitque  ruens  Clympo. 
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X. 

Mortale  corpus  impiger  induit 
Artufque  noilros,  heu  tenues  nimis 
Nimifque  viles  I  Vindicique 
Corda  dedit  fodienda  Ferro. 

XL 

Vitamque  Morti ;  Proh  dolor  !  O  graves 
Tonandis  Ira?  f  O  Lex  fatis  afpera  ! 
Mercefque  Peccati  fevera 
Jdamici,  vetitique  fru&us 
XII. 
Non  Poena  lenis !  Quo  ruis  impotens ! 
Quo  Mufa !  largas  fimdere  lachrymas^ 
Bufdque  Divini  triumphos 
Sacrilcgo  temerare  fletu  ? 
XIII. 
Sepone  queflus,  laeta  Deum  cane 
Majore  Chorda.    Pfalle  fonorius 
Ut  ferreas  Mortis  cavernas 
Et  rigidam  penetravit  Aulam. 
XIV. 
Sensere  Numen  Regna  feralia, 
Mugit  Barathrum,  contremuit  Chaos, 
Dirum  fremebat  Rex  Gehenna, 
Perque  fuum  tremebundus  Orcum, 
XV. 
Late  refugit.    "  Nil  agis  Impie, 
"  Mergat  vel  imis  te  Phlegethon  vadis,. 
"  Koc  findet  undas  Fulmen,  inquit,. 

Et  patrios  iaculatus  ignes 

XVI.  Tra- 
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XVI. 

Trajecit  hoflem.     Nigra  filentia 
Umbrseque  flammas  iEthereas  pavent 
Dudum  perofae,  ex  quo  coruico 
Prsecipites  cecidere  Codo. 
XVII. 
Immane  rugit  jam  Tonitru  ;  fragor 
Late  ruinam  mandat :  ab  infimis 
Ledaeque  defignata  Genti 
Tartara  disjiciuntur  antris. 
XVIII. 
Heic  ftrata  pafTim  Vincula,  &  heic  jacent 
Unci  cruenti,  Tormina  Mentium 
Invifa  ;  ploratuque  vafto 

Spicula  Mors  fibi  adempta  plangit. 
XIX. 
En,  ut  refurgit  Vi&or  ab  ultimo 
Ditis  profundo,  curribus  aureis 
Altricla  raptans  Monflra  no&is 
Perdomitumque  Erebi  Tyrannum, 
XX. 
Quanta  Angel orum  gaudia  jubilant 
Viftor  paternum  dum  repetit  polum  ? 
En  qualis  ardet,  dum  beati 
Limina  fcandit  Ovans  Olympi ! 
XXI. 
lo  triumphe  ple£tra  Seraphica, 
lo  triumphe  Grex  Hominum  fonet, 
Dum  lasta  quaqua.verfus  ambos 
Aflra  repercutiunt  Triumphos. 
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Sui-ipjius  Increpatio. 
EPIGRAMMA. 

CO  R  P  O  R  E  cur  litres,  Wattft?  cur  Incola  Terra?  ? 
Quid  cupis  indignum,  Mens  habitare  lutum  ? 
Te  Caro  mille  malis  premit ;  hinc  juvenes  gravat  artus 

Languor,  &  hinc  vegetus  crimina  fanguis  alit. 
Cura,  Amor,  Ira,  Dolor  mentem  male  diflrahit  ;  Auceps 

Undique  adeft  Satanas  retia  fseva  ilruens. 
Sufpice  ut  ^Ethereum  fignant  tibi  nutibus  Aflra 

Tram  item,  &  Aula  vocat  parta  Cruore  Dei. 
Te  manet  Uriel  dux  ;  &  tibi  fubjicit  alas 

Steiktas  Seraphin  officiofa  cohors. 
Te  Superum  Chorus  optat  amans,  te  invitat  J  E  SU  S9 

u  Hue  ades  &  noftro  tempora  conde  finu. 
Vere  amat  ille  Lutum  quern  nee  Dolor  aut  Satan  arcet 

Inde,  nee  alliciunt  Angelus,  Aftra,  Deus. 

Excitatio  Cordis  C<zlum  verfus. 

3694. 

HE U  quot  secla  teris  carcere  Corporis, 
Wait  ft?  quid  refugis  Limen  &  Exitum  ? 
Nee  Mens  ^thereum.  Culmen,  &  Atria 

Magni  Patris  anhelitat  ? 
Corpus 
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■  Corpus  vile  creat  mille  Moleftias, 
Circum  Corda  volant  &  Dolor,  &  Metus, 
Peccatumque  malis  durius  omnibus 

Cascas  Infidias  flruit, 
Non  hoc  grata  tibi  Gaudia  de  folo 
Surgunt:  Christus  abe.it,  delicias  tuae, 
Longe  Christus  abeft,  inter  &  Angelos 

Et  pi&a  aftra  perambulans, 
*  Cceli  fumma  fetas,  nee  jaculabitur. 
Iracunda  tonans  fulmina  :  Te  Deus 
Hortatur  ;  Vacuum  tende  per  Aera 

Pennas  nunc  hotnini  datas* 

*  Vide  Horat.    Lib.  I.    Od.  3, 


mmmm 


Breathing  toward  the  Heavenly  Country. 

Cafimirey  Book  I.    Od.  19.    imitated, 
TJrit  me  Patriae  Decor,  &c. 

TH  E  Beauty  of  my  native  Land 
Immortal  Love  ihftrires ; 
I  burn,  I  burn  with  ilrong  Defires, 
And  figh,  and  wait  the  high  Command. 
There  glides  the  Moon  her  mining  Way, 
And  moots  my  Heart  thro'  with  a  Silver  Ray, 

Upward 
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Upward  my  Heart  afpires: 
A  thoufand  Lamps  of  golden  Light 
Hung  high,  in  vaulted  .Azure,  charm  my  Sight, 
And  wink  and  beckon  with  their  amorous  Fires, 
O  ye  fair  Glories  of  my  heavenly  Home, 

Bright  Centinels  who  guard  my  Father's  Court, 
Where  all  the  happy  Minds  refort, 
When  will  my  Father's  Chariot  come  ? 
Muft  ye  for  ever  walk  the  Ethereal  Round, 
For  ever  fee  the  Mourner  lie 
An  Exile  of  the  Sky, 
A  Prifoner  of  the  Ground  ? 
Defcend  fome  mining  Servants  from  on  high, 
Build  me  a  hafly  Tomb  ; 
A  graiTy  Turf  will  raife  my  head  ; 
The  neighbouring  Lilies  drefs  my  Bed  ; 

And  fhed  a  cheap  Perfume. 
Here  I  put  off  the  Chains  of  Death, 

My  Soul  too  long  has  worn  : 
Friends,  i  forbid  one  groaning  Breath, 

Or  Tear  to  wet  my  Urn  ; 
Raphael,  behold  me  all  undreft, 
Here  gently  lay  this  Flefh  to  reft  ; 
Then  mount,  and  lead  the  Path  unknown, 
Swift  I  purfue  thee,  flaming  Guide,  on  Pinions  of  my  own. 


Cafimiri 
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Cafimiri  Epgramma  ioc. 

In  Sanctum  Ardalionem  qui  ex  Mimo  Chrifti- 
anus  factus  Martyrium  paffus  eft. 

AR  D  A  L  I  O  facros  deridet  carmine  Ritus, 
Fejlaque  non  a?qud  voce  Theatra  quatit, 
Audiit  Omnipotent  ;    "  Non  eft  opus,  inquit,   hiulco 
M   Fulmine  ;  tarn  facilem,   Gratia,  njince  Virum, 
Deferit  ilia  Polos,   C55  deferit  ifte  Tieatrum, 

Et  tereti  facrum  solvit  in  Enfe  Caput. 
(i  Sic,  fie,  inquit,  abit  ncftra  Comaedia  Fit  a  ; 
"   Terra  vale,   Caelum  plaude,  Tyranne  feri. 

Englifned. 

On  Saint  Ardalio,  who  from  a  St  age- Player 
became  a  Chrijiian^  and  fuffered  Martyrdom. 

I. 

ARDALIO  jeers,  and  in  his  Canuck  Strains 
The  Myfleries  of  our  bleeding  God  profanes 
While  his  loud  Laughter  ihakes  the  painted  Scenes. 

II. 
Heaven  heard,  and  ftrait  around  the  fmoaking  Throne 
The  kindling  Lightning  in  thick  Flafhes  ftione, 
And  vengeful  Thunder  murmur' d  to  be  gone. 

G  III.  Meri 
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III. 

Mercy  Hood  near,  and  with  a  fmiling  Brow 

Calm'd  the  loud  Thunder  ;  "  There's  no  need  of  you  ; 

u  Grace  fhall  defcend,  and  the  weak  Man  fubdue. 

IV. 
Grace  leaves  the  Skies,  and  he  the  Stage  for&kes, 
I-;e  bows  his  Head  down  to  the  Martyring  Ax, 
And  as  he  bows,  this  gentle  Farewel  fpeaks ; 

V, 
"  So  goes  the  Comedy. of  Life  away  ; 
«<  Vain  Earth,  adieu;  Heaven  will  applaud  to  Da;/  ; 
"  Strike  Courteous  Tyrant,  and  conclude  the  Play. 


When  the  Protefiant  Church  at  Montpelier  zvcs 
demolifhed  by  the  French  King's  Order*,  the 
Prot'fiants  laid  Stones  tip  in  their  Burying- 
place \  whereon  a  Jefuit  made  a  Latin  Epi- 
gram. 

Engliflied  thus : 

A     Hug1  not  Church,  once  at  Montpelier  built, 
Stood  and  proclaimed  their  Madnefs  and  their  Guilt ; 
Too  long  it  ilood  beneath  HeavVs  angry  Frown* 
Worthy  when  riling  to  be  thunder  *d  down. 
lewis,  at  lail,  th'  Avenger  of  the  Skies, 
Commands,  and  level  with  the  Ground  it  lies : 
The  Stones  difpers'd,  their  wretched  Offspring  come, 
Gather,  and  heap  them  on  their  Father's  Tomb. 

•    :  Thus 
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Thus  the  curs'd  Houfe  falls  on  the  Builder's  Head  ;         j 
And  tho'  beneath  the  Ground  their  Bones  are  laid,  % 

Yet  the  juft  Vengeance  ftill  purfues  the  guilty  Dead.       J 


The  Anfwer  by  a  French  Protcjlant. 
Englifhed  thus : 

ACbriftian  Church  once  at  Montpelier  flood, 
And  nobly  {poke  the  Builder's  Zeal  for  God. 
It  ftood  the  Envy  of  the  fierce  Dragoon, 
But  not  defer/d  to  be  deftroy'd  fo  foon  5 
Yet  Lewis,  the  wild  Tyrant  of  the  Age, 
Tears  down  the  Walls,  a  Viilim  to  his  Rage. 
Young  faithful  Hands  pile  up  the  facred  Stones 
( Dear  Monument ! )  o'er  their  dead  Fathers  Bones ; 
The  Stones  (hall  move  when  the  dead  Fathers  rife,  } 

Start  up  before  the  pale  Deftroyer's  Eyes,  > 

And  teftify  his  Madnefs  to  tfa'  avenging  Sides.  3 

Tow  £tf/>£y  Rivals,  Devotion  and  the  Mufe. 


I. 

I L  D  as  the  Lightning,  various  as  the  Moon, 
Roves  my  Pindaric  Song  : 
Here  me  glows  like  burning  Noon 

G  2  In 
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In  fit rceft  Flames,  and  here  fhe  plays 
Gentle  as  Star-beams  on  the  Midnight  Seas ; 

Now  in  a  fmiling  Angel's  Form, 

Anon  fhe  rides  upon  the  Storm, 
Loud  as  the  nqify  Thunder,  as  a  Deluge  ftrong. 
Are  my  Thoughts  and  Wiihes  free, 

And  know  no  Number  nor  Degree  ? 

Such  is  the  Mufe  :  Lo  .me  difdains 
The  Links  and  Chains, 

Meafures  and  Rules  of  vulgar  Strains,  (reigns 

And  o'er  the  Laws  of  Harmony  a  Sovereign  Queen  Cn& 

II. 
if  ft*  roves 
By  Streams  or  Groves 
Tuning  her  Pleasures  or  her  Pains, 
My  PafTion  keeps  her  itill  in  Sight, 
My  PaiHon  holds  an  equal  Flight 
Thro'  Love's,  or  Nature's  wide  Campaigns. 
If  with  bold  Attempt  Che  fings 
Of  the  biggefl  mortal  Things, 
Tottering  Thrones  and  Nations  flair. ; 
Or  breaks  the  Fleets  of  warring  Kings, 
While  Thunders  roar 
From  Shore  to  Shore, 
My  Soul  fits  fait  upon  her  Wings, 
And  fweeps  the  crimfon  Surge,  or  fcours  the  purple  Plain  i 

Still  J  attend  her  as  fhe  flies, 
Eound  the  broad  Globe,  and  all  beneath  the  Skies. 

iti. 

But  when  from  the  ^Meridian  Star 
Long  Streaks  of  Glory  fliine, 

i   •  An. 


Sacred  to  Devotion,  &x.        105 

And  Heaven  invites  her  from  afar, 
She  takes  the  Hint  (he  knows  the  Sign, 
The  Mufe  afcends  her  heavenly  Carr, 
And  climbs  the  fteepy  Path  and  means  the  Throve  divine, 
Then  (he  leaves  my  flutt'ring  Mind 
Clogg'd  with  Clay,  and  anrefmVi, 
Lengths  of  Diflance  far  behind  - 
Virtue  lags  with  heavy  Wheel ; 
Faith  has  Wings,  but  cannot  rife, 

Cannot  rife,— Swift  and  hi^h 

As  the  winged  Numbers  fly, 
And  faint  Devotion  panting  lies 

Half  way  th'  Ethereal  Hill. 
IV. 
O  why  is  Piety  fo  weak, 

And  yet  the  Mufe  fo  (Irong  ? 
When  mall  thefe  hateful  Fetters  break 

That  have  confin'd  me  long  f 
Inward  a  glowing  Heat  I  feel, 

A  Spark  of  heav'nly  Day  ; 
But  earthly  Vapours  damp  my  Zeal, 
And  heavy  Flefh  drags  me  the  downward  Way. 

Faint  are  the  Efforts  of  my  Will, 
And  mortal  Paffion  charms  my  Soul  affray. 
Shine,  thou  fweet  Hour  of  dear  Releafe, 
Shine,  from  the  Sky, 
And  call  me  high 
To  mingle  with  the  Choirs  of  Glory  and  of  Blifs. 
Devotion  there  begins  the  Flight, 
Awakes  the  Song,  and  guides  the  Way  ; 
There  Love  and  Zeal  divine,  and  bright 

G  3  Tracs 
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Trace  out  new  Regions  in  the  World  of  Light, 
Ard  fcarce  the  boldeft  Mufe  can  follow  or  obey. 
V. 
Frti  ill  a  Dream,  and  fancy  reigns, 
She  fpreads  her  gay  deMive  Scenes  ;. 

Or  is  the  Vificn  true  ? 
Behold  Religion  on  her  Throne, 

In  awful  State  defcending  down.  (View 

'  i  i  her  Dominions  vail  and  bright  within  my   fpacious 
She  finiles,  and  with  a  courteous  Hand 
She  beckons  me  away  ; 

I  mine  airy  Powers  loofe  from  the  cumbrous  Clay, 
And  with  a  joyful  hafie  obey 
Religions  high  Command. 
it  Lengths  and  Heights  and- Depths  unknown  f 
Broad  Fields  with  blooming  Glory  fown, 
And  Seas,  and.  Skies,  and  Stars  her  own, 

In. an  unmeafur'd  Sphere  I 
What  Heavens  of  Joy,  and  Light  feren«, 
Which  nor  the  rolling  Sim  has  feen, 
Where  nor  the  roving  Mufe  has  been. 
That  greater  Traveller ! 

VI. 

A  long  Farewel  to  all  below, 
Farevvel  to  all  that  Senfe  can  fhow, 
To  golden  Scenes,  and  fiow'ry  Fields, 
To  all  the  Worlds  that  Fancy  builds, 

And  all  that  Poets  know. 
Now  the  fwift  Tranfports  of  the  Mind 

Leave  the  fluttering  Mufe  behind,  (Wind. 

A  thoufand  loofc  Pindaric  Pliynes  fly  featuring  down  the 

Amongft 
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Amongfl  the  Clouds  I  lofe  my  Breath, 

The  Rapture  grows  too  irrong  : 
The  feeble  Pow'rs  that  Nature  gave 
Faint  and  drop  downward  to  the  Grave  ; 
Receive  their  Fall,  thou  Treafurer  of  Death  ; 
I  will  no  more  demand  my  Tongue, 
Till  the  grofs  Organ  well  refin'd 
Can  trace  the  boundlefs  Flights  of  an  unfettered  Mind,, 
And  raife  an  equal  Song* 


& 


SUSa 


The  following  Poems  of  this  Book  are  pecu- 
liarly dedicated  to  Divine  Love  *. 

Tbe  Hazard  of  loving  the  Creaturzj. 

£. 

WHERE-E'ERmy  flattering  Paffions  rove 
I  find  a  lurking  Snare ; 
'Tis  dangerous  to  let  loofe  our  Love 
Beneath  th'  Eternal  Fair. 

II. 
Strife  whom  the  Tye  of  Friendship  binds, 

And  Partners  of  our  Blood, 
Seize  a  large  Portion  of  our  Minds, 
And  leave  the  lefs  for  God. 

^  *  Different  Ages  have  their  different  Airs  and  Yafoie-is  of  Writhe 
H  -was  much  mere  tbe  Fajkhn  of  the  Ag>,  when  theft  Poems  mv 
mitten,  to  treat  of  Divine  SuijecJs  m  tbe  Style  of  Solomon's 
Song  than  it  h  at  this  Day,  which  will  afford  f<*»e  Anology  for  the 
Writer,  m  his  jpungei*  Years.  '      w' 

&  4  -  III.  *&• 
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III. 

Nature  has  foft  but  powerful  Bands, 

And  Reafon  flie  controuls  ; 
While  Children  with  their  little  Hands 

Hang  clofef:  to  our  Souls. 

IV. 
Thoughtlefs  they  a&  th'  old  Serpent's  Part  ; 

What  tempting  Things  they  be  ! 
Lord,  how  they  twine  about  our  H€art, 

And  draw  it  off  from  thee  ! 
V. 
Our  hafty  Wills  rufh  blindly  en 

Where  rifmg  PaiTion  rolls, 
And  thus  we  make  our  Fetters  ftrong 

To  bind  cur  fl'avifh  Souls. 

VI. 
Dear  Sovereign,  break  thefe  Fetters  ofiy 

And  fet  our  Spirits  free  ; 
G  o  i)  in  himfelf  is  Bliis  enough, 

For  we  have  all  in  -Thee. 


Defiring  to  love  Chr  ist, 
I. 

COME,  let  me  love  :  or  is  thy  Mind 
Harden' d  to  Stone,  or  froze  to  Ice  ? 
I  fee  the  bleffed  Fair  One  bend 
And  ftoop  i*  embrace  me  from  the  Skies ! 


Ih  0> 
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II. 

0  !  'tis  a  Thought  would  melt  a  Rock, 
And  make  a  Heart  of  Iron  move, 

That  thofe  Tweet  Lips,  that  heavenly  Look, " 
Should  feek  and  wifh  a  mortal  Love  I 
III. 

1  was  a  Traitor  doomed  to  Fire, 
Bound  to  fuftain  Eternal  Pains  ; 

He  flew  on  Wings  of  itrong  Dei! re, 
AiTuirfd  my  Guilt,  and  took  my  Chains. 

IV. 
Infinite  Grace  I  Almighty  Charms ! 
Stand  in  Amaze,  ye  whirling  Skies, 
J  ESUS  the  God,  with  naked  Arm-, 
Hangs  on  a  Crofs  of  Love,  and  dies, 

V, 
Did  Pity  ever  floop  fo  low, 
DreiVd  in  Divinity  and  Blood  r 
Was  ever  Rebel  courted  fo 
In  Groans  of  an  expiring  God? 

VI. 
Again  he  lives  :  and  fpreads  his  Hands, 
Hands  that  were  naiTd  to  tort'ring  Smart  ^ 
By  tbefe  <icar  Wounds >  (ayi  he  ;  and  ftands 
And  prays  to  clafp  me  to  his  Hear;. 

\n. 

Sure  I  muft  love  ;  or  are  my  Ears 
Still  deaf,  nor  will  my  Pafiion  move  • 
Then  let  me  melt  this  Heart  to  Tears ; 
This  Heart  (hall  yield  to  Death  or  Love 

G  g  *2* 
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The  Heart  given  away. 
I. 

IF  there  are  Paiiions  in  my  Sou], 
( And  PafTions  fure  there  be  ) 
Now  they  are  all  at  thy  Controu\ 
My  JESUS,  all  for  Thee. 
II. 
If  Love,  that  pleafing  Power,  can  i  \ 

In  Hearts  fo  hard  as  mine, 
Gome,  gentle  Saviour,  to  my  Breafr, 
For  all  my  Love  is  thine. 

ill. 
Let  the  gay  World,  with  treacherous  Ar:r 

Allure  my  Eyes  in  vain  : 
I  have  convey'd  away  my  Heart, 
Ne'er  to  return  again. 

IV. 
I  feel  my  warmeft  PnTions  dead 
To  all  that  Earth  can  boait  ; 
This  Soul  of  mine  was  never  made 
xor  Vanity  and  Duft. 

V. 
Now  I  can  fix  my  Thoughts  above, 

AmidiT:  their  flattering  Charms, 
Till  the  dear  Leap  that  hath  my  Love 
ball  call  me  to  hh  Arms. 

i  VL  So 
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VI. 
So  Gabriel,  at  his  King's  Command, 

From  yon  Celeftial  Hill, 
Walks  downward  to  our  worthlefs  Land, 

His  Soul  points  upward  Hill. 
VII. 
He  glides  along  my  mortal  Things, 

Without  a  Thought  of  Love, 
Fulfils  his  Tafk,  and  fpreads  his  Wings 

To  reach  the  P.ealms  above. 

Meditation  in  a  Grove. 

1. 

Q  W  K  E  T  Mu:e,  defcend  and  blefs  the  Shade, 
O  And  blefs  the  Evening  Grove  ; 
Bufineis,  and  Noife,  and  Day  are  fled, 

And  every  Care,  but  Love. 
II. 
Sat  hence^  ye  wanton  Voung  and  FaL^, 

Mine  is  a  purer  Flame  ; 
No  Phillis  mall  infeft  the  Air, 
With  her  unhallowed  Name. 
III. 
y  E  S  U  S  ha*  all  my  Powers  pofielt. 

My  Hopes,  my  Fears,  my  Joys : 
He,  the  dear  Sovereign  of  my  Breafl, 
Shall  Hill  command  my  Voice* 
IV. 
Some  of  the  faireft  Choirs  abov£ 
Shall  fioek  around  my  Song> 

G6-  W- 
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With  Joy  to  hear  the  Name  they  love 

Sound  from  a  mortal  Tongue. 
V. 
His  Charms  ihall  make  my  Numbers  flow, 

And  hold  the  falling  Floods, 
W^ile  Silence  fits  on  every  Bough, 

And  bends  the  lift'ning  Woods. 
VI. 
I'll  carve  our  Pafllon  on  the  Bark,. 

And  cvQry  wounded  Tree 
Shall  drop  and  bear  fome  my  flic  Mark 

That  JESUS  dy'd  for  me. 
VII. 
The  Swains  ihall  wonder  when  they  read, 

Infcrib'd  on  all  the  Grove, 
That  Heaven  itfelf  came  down,  and  bled 

To  win  a  Mortal's  Love. 
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The  Fairefi  and  the  Only  Beloved, 
I. 

O  N  O  U  R  to  that'  diviner  Ray 
That  firil  allur'd  my  Eyes  away 
From  every  mortal  Fair  ; 
All  the  gay  Tilings  that  held  my  Sight 
Seem  but  the  twinkling  Sparks  of  Night, 
And  languifhing  in  doubtful  Light 
Die  at  the  Morning-Star. 

II.  What- 
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Whatever  fpeaks  the  Godhead  great,. 

And  fit  to  be  ador'd, 
Whatever  makes  the  Creature  fweet, 
And  worthy  of  my  Paffion,  meet 

Harmonious  in  my  Lord, 
A  thoufand  Graces  ever  rile 

And  bloom  upon  his  Face  ; 
A  thoufand  Arrows  from  his  Eyes 
Shoot  thro''  my  Heart  with  dear  Surprize,. 

And  guard  around  the  Place. 

III. 

All  Nature's  Art  mall'  never  cure 

The  heavenly  Pains  I  found, 
And  'tis  beyond  all  Beauty's  Power 
To  make  another  Wound  : 
Earthly  Beauties  grow  and  fade  ; 
Nature  heals  the  Wounds  (he  made, 
But  charms  fc-much  divine 
Hold  a  long  Empire  of  the  Heart ; 
WThat  Heaven  has  join'd  (hall  never  part,. 
And  JESUS  mult  be  mine. 

IV. 

In  vain  the  envious  Shades  of  Night, 

Or  Flatteries  of  the  Day 
Would  veil  his  Image  from  mj>  Sight;. 

Gr  tempt  my  Soul  away  ; 
J  E  SUS  is  all  my  waking  Theme, 
His  lovely  Form  meets  every  Dream 

And  knows  not  to  depart  1 

1  The 
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The  Paffion  reigns 
Thro'  all  my  Veins, 
And  floating  round  the  crimfon  Stream, 

Still  finds  him  at  my  Heart. 
V. 
Dwell  there,  fdr  ever  dwell,  my  Love  3 

Here  I  confine  my  Senfe  ; 
Nor  dare  my  wildeft  Wifhes  rove 

Nor  ftir  a  Thought  from  thence. 
Amidft  thy  Glories  and  thy  Grace 
Let  all  my  Remnant-Minutes  pafs ; 

Grant,  thou  Everlasting  Fair.* 

Grant  my  Soul  a  Manfion  there  : 
My  Soul  afpires  to  fee  thy  Face 
Tho'  Life  fhou'd  for  the  Vifion  pay  ; 
So  Rivers  run  to  meet  the  Sea, 
And  lofe  their  Nature  in  th'  Embrace. 

VI. 
Thou  art  my  Ocean,  thou  my  Go  d  ; 
In  Thee  the  Paffions  of  the  Mind 
With  Joys  and  Freedom -unconfin'd 
Exult,  and  fpread  their  Powers  abroad. 
Not  all  the  glittering  Things  on  high 
Can  make  my  Heaven,  if  thou  remove  3 
1  mall  be  tird  and  long  to  die ; 
Life  is  a  Pain  without  thy  Love  ; 

Who  could  ever  bear  to  be 

Curfl:  with  Immortality 
Among  the  Stars,  but  far  from  Thee  T 
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Mutual  Love  ftronger  than  Death, 
I. 

NO  T  the  rich  World  of  Minds  above 
Can  pay  the  mighty  Debt  of  Love 
I  owe  to  Christ  my  God: 
With  Pangs  which  none  but  he  could  feel 
He  brought  my  guilty  Soul  from  Hell : 
Not  the  firft  Seraph's  Tongue  can  tell  - 
The  Value  of  his  Blood. 

L. 
Kin'dly  he  feiz'd  me  in  his  Arms, 
From  the  faife  World's  pernicious  Charm:  - 

With  Force  divinely  fweet. 
Had  I  ten  thoufand  Lives  my  own, 
At  his  Demand, 
With  chearful  Hand, 
I'd  pay  the  Vital  Treafure  down  : 
In  hourly  Tributes  at  his  Feet. 

III. 
But,  Saviour,  let  me  tafte  thy  Grace 

With  every  fleeting  Breath  ? 
And  thro'  that  Heaven  of  Pleafure  pafs 

To  the  cold  Arms  of  Death  ; 
Then  I  could  lofe  fuccefiive  Souls 

Faft  as  the  Minutes  fly  ; 
So  Billow  after  Billow  rolls 
To  kifs  the  Shore,  and  dUfe 
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The  Subjhince  of  the  following  Copy,  and  many  of  the 
Lines  were  fent  me  by  an  ejlee?ned  Friend,  Mr,  W. 
Nokes,  with  a  Defire  that  I  would  form  them  into 
a  Pindaric  Ode  ;  but  I  retained  his  Meafures,  leji 
I  Jhould  too  much  alter  his  Senfe. 

A  Sight  ^/Christ. 

ANGELS  of  Light,  your  God  and  King  furround 
With  noble  Songs ;  in  his  exalted  Flefh 
He  claims  your  Worfhip  ;  while  his  Saints  on  Earth, 
Bleis  their  Redeemer-God  with  humble  Tongues, 
Angels  with  lofty  Honours  crown  his  Head ; 
We  bowing  at  his  Feet,  by  Faith,  may  feel 
His  di&ant  Influence,  and  confefs  his  Love 

Once  I  beheld  his  Face,  when  Beams  divine 
Broke  from  his  Eye-lfds,  and  tinufinl  Light 
WTrapt  me  at  once  in  Glory  and  Surprize-. 
My  joyful  Heart  high  leaping  in  my  Breaft 
With  Tranfport  cry'd,  This  is  the  Christ  of  God  ; 
Then  threw  my  Arms  around  in  fwcet  Embrace, 
And  clafp'd,  and  bovv'd  adoring  low,  till  J  was  loir  in  him, 

While  he  appears,  no  other  Charms  can  hold 
Or  draw  my  Sou),  aiham'd  of  former  Things, 
Which  no  Remembrance  now  deferve  or  Name, 
Tho1  which  Contempt  i  beftin  Oblivion  hid* 

Bat 
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But  the  bnght  Shine  and  Presence  foon  withdrew  $. 
I  fought  him  whom  I  love,  but  found  him  not  ; 
I  felt  his  Abfence  ;  and  with  ftrongeft  Cries 
Proclaim'd,   Where  JESUS  is  ftof,  all  is  vain. 
Whether  I  hold  him  with  a  fall  Delight, 
Or  feek  him  panting  with  extreme  Deflre, 
Tis  he  alone  can  pleafe  my  won d' ring  Suul  '> 
To  hold  or  leek  him  is  my  only  Choice. 
If  he  refrain  on  me  to  call  his  Eye 
Down  from  his  Palace,  nor  my  longing  Soul 
With  upward  Look  can  fpy  my  dearefl  L.o  r  d 
Thro'  his  blue  Pavement,  I'll  behold  him  ftill 
With  fweet  Reflection  on  the  peaceful  Crofs, 
All  in  his  Blood  and  Anguiih  groaning  deep, 

Gaiping  and  dying  there ■     ■- 

This  Sight!  ne'er  can  lofe,  by  it  I  live  : 
A  quick'ning  Virtue  from  his  Death  infpir'd 
Is  Life  and  Breath  to  me  \  his  Flefh  my  Food  ; 
His  vital  Blood  I  drink,  and  hence  my  Strength. 

I  live,  I'm  ftrong,  and  now  Eternal  Life 
Eeats  quick  within  my  Breaii ,  my  vigorous  Mind 
Spurns  the  dull  Earth,  and  on  her  fiery  Wings 
Reaches  the  Mount  of  Purpofes  Divine, 
Counfels  of  Peace  betwixt  th'  Almighty  Three 
Conceiv'd  at  once,  and  fign'd  without  Debate,. 
In  perfect  Union  of  th'  Eternal  Mind. 
With  vaft  Amaze  I  fee  the  unfathom'd  Thoughts-, 
Infinite  Schemes,  and  infinite  Defigns 
OfGoo's  own  Heart,  in  which  he  ever  refts. 

Eternity 
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Eternity  lies  open  to  my  View  ; 

Here  the  Beginning  and  the  End  of  all 

I  can  difcover  ;  C  H  R  I S  T  the  End  of  all, 

And  CHRIST  the  great  Beginning  ;  he  my  Head, 

My  God,  my  Glory,  and  my  All  in  All. 

O  dial"  the  Day,  the  joyful  Day  were  come, 
When  the  firft  Adam  from  his  ancient  Dull 
Crown'd  with  new  Honours  mail  revive,  and  fee 
JESUS  his  Son  and  Lord  ;  while  fhouting  Saints- 
Surround  their  King,  and  God's  Eternal  Son 
Shines  in  the  midil,  but  with  fuperior  Beams, 
And  like  himfelf ;  then  the  myfterious  Word  . 
Long  hid  behind  the  Letter  fnall  appear 
All  Spirit  and  Life,  and  in  the  fulleil  Light 
Stand  forth  to  publick  View  ;  and  there  difclofe 
His  Father's  facred  Works,  and  wondrous  Ways : 
Then  Wifdom,  iUghteoufnefs  and  Grace  divine, 
Thro1  all  the  infinite  Tranfa&ions  pail, 
Inwrought  and  mining,  mail  with  double  Blaze 
Strike  our  aftonifh'd  Eyes,  and  ever  reign 
Admir'd  and  glorious  in  triumphant  Light. 

Death,  and  the  Tempter,  and  the  Man  of  Sin- 
Now  at  the  Bar  arraign' d,  in  Judgment  caft, 
Shall  vex  the  Saints  no  more  :  but  perfect  Love 
And  louden  Praifes  ^tr^t€\.  Joy  create, 
While  ever-circling  Years  maintain  the.  blifsful  State. 


Love 
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i^^.  c/z  a  Crofi.i  cini  a  Ibrone. 

L 

NOW  let  my  Faith  grow  fcrcng,  and  rife* 
And  view  my  Lord  in  all  Ins  Love  ;  . 
Look  back  to  hear  his  dying  Cries, 
Then  mount  and  Tee  his  Throne  above. 

II. 
See  where  he  languinYd  on  the  Crofs ; 
Beneath  my  Sins  he  groan' d  and  dy'd  5 
See  where  he  fits  to  plead  my  Caufe 
By  his  Almighty  Father's  Side. 

IIL 
If  I  behold  his  bleeding  Heart, 
There  Love  in  Floods  of  Sorrow  reigns,, 
He  triumphs  o'er  the  killing  Smart, 
And  buys  rny  Pleafure  with  his  Pains. 

IV. 
Or  if  I  climb  th'  Eternal  Hills 
Where  the  dear  C 0  n  qjj  eror  fits  enthran'd,. 
Still  in  his  Heart  Companion  dwells, 
Near  the  Memorials  of  his  Wound. 

V. 
How  mall  a  pardon'd  Rebel  mow 
How  much  I  love  my  dying  God? 
Lord,  here  I  banifh  every  Foe, 
I  hate  tha  Sins  that  colt  thy  Blood. 

"71.  I 
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IV. 

I  hold  no  more  Commerce  with  Hell, 
My  deareft  Lulls  fhall  all  depart ; 
But  let  thine  Image  ever  dwell 
Stampt  as  a  Seal  upon  my  Heart. 

A  Preparatory  Thought  for  the  Lord9  f -Supper. 
In  Imitation  of  If  at.  Ixiii.   i,  2,  3. 

I. 

WHAT  heavenly  Man,  or  lovely  God, 
Comes  marching  downward  from  the  Skies, 
Array'd  in  Garments  roll'd  in  Blood, 
With  Joy  and  Pity  in  his  Eyes  ? 

II. 
The  Lord!  the  Saviour!  yes,  'tis  he, 
I  know  him  by  the  Smiles  he  wears  -, 
Dear  glorious  Man  that  dy'd  for  me, 
Drench'd  deep  in  Agonies  and  Tears  ! 

III. 
Lo,  he  reveals  his  mining  Breaft ; 
I  own  thofe  Wounds,  and  I  adore  : 
Lo,  he  prepares  a  royal  Feaft, 
Sweet  Fruit  of  the  fharp  Pangs  he  bore  ! 

IV. 
Whence  flow  thefe  Favours  fo  divine  I 
Lord!  why  (o  lavifh  of  thy  Blood  ? 
Why  for  fuch  Earthly  Souls  as  mine, 
This  heav'nly  Flefh,  this  facred  Food  I 

V.  Tvvas 


Sacred  to  Devotion,  &c,       12^ 

V. 

'Twas  his  own  Love  that  made  him  bleed, 
That  nail'd  him  to  the  curfed  Tree  ; 
'Twas  his  own  Love  this  Table  fpread 
For  fuch  unworthy  Worms  as  we. 

VI. 
Then  let  us  tafte  the  Saviour's  Love, 
Come,  Faith,  and  feed  upon  the  Lord: 
With  glad  Confent  our  Lips  mall  move 
And  iweet  Ho/annas  crown  t.he  Board, 

Convey fe  with  Christ. 
I. 

I'M  tir'd  with  Vifits,  Modes,  and  Forms, 
And  Flatteries  paid  to  Fellow- Worms ^ 
Their  Converfation  cloys  ; 
Their  vain  Amours,  and  empty  Stuff: 
But  I  can  ne'er  enjoy  enough 
Of  thy  belt  Company,  my  Lo  rd,  thou  Life  of  all  my  Joys. 
II. 
When  he  begins  to  tell  his  Love, 
Through  every  Vein  my  Pafiions  move, 

The  Captives  of  his  Tongue  : 
In  midnight  Shades,  on  froity  Ground, 
I  could  attend  the  pleafing  Sound,  (  long. 

Nor  fhouid  J  feel  December  cold,  nor  think  the  Darknefs 

III. 
There,  while  1  here  my  Saviour-God 
Count  c^er  the  Sins  (a  heavy  Load) 

He 
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He  bore  upon  the  Tree, 
Inward  I  blufh  with  fecret  Shame, 
And  weep,  and  love,  and  blefs  the  Name  (me. 

That  knew  not  Guilt  nor  Grief  his  own,  but  bare  it  all  for 
IV. 
Next  he  defcribes  the  Thorns  he  wore, 
And  talks  his  bloody  PaiTiOn  o'er, 

Till  I  am-  drown'd  in  Tears  : 
Yet  with  the  Sympathetic  Smart 
There's  a  flrange  Joy  beats  round  my  Heart ;  ( bears. 

The  curfed  Tree  has  BlelTings  in't,  my  fweeteft  Balm  it 

V.       ; 
I  hear  the  glorious  Sufferer  tell, 
How  on  his  Crofs  he  vanquifh'd  Hell, 

And  all  the  Powers  beneath  : 
Transported  and  infpir'd,  my  Tongue 
Attempts  his  Triumphs  in  a  Song ;  (  Death  ? 

How  has  the  Serpent  loft  his  Sting,  and  where  s  thyVittoiy, 
VI. 
-But  when  he  Slews  his  Hands  and  Heart, 
With  thofe  dear  Prints  of  dying  Smart, 

He  fets  my  Soul  on  Fire : 
Not  the  beloved  John  could  reft 
With  more  Delight  upon  that  Breaft,  ( Defire. 

Nor  Thofaas  pry  into  thofe  Wounds  with  more  interne 
VII. 
Kindly  he  opens  me  his  Ear, 
And  bids  me  pour  my  Sorrow  there, 

And  tell  him  all  my  Pains : 
Thus  while  I  eafe  my  burden' d  Heart, 
In  every  Woe  he  bears  a  Part,  (fuftains. 

His  Arms  embrace  me,  and  his  Hand  my  drooping  Head 

VIII.  Fly 


Sacred  to  Devotion,  &c.        123 
VIII. 

Fly  from  my  Thoughts,  all  human  Things, 
And  fporting  Swains,  and  fighting  Kings, 
And  Tales  of  wanton  Love  : 

My  Soul  difdains  that  little  Snare 

The  Tangles  of  A?niras  Hair  ;  ( remove. 

Thine  Arms,  my  Go  d,  are  fweeter  Bands,  nor  can  my  Heart 
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Grift  jhining,  and  Nature  fainting. 
Sol.  Song  i.  3,  &  ii.  5.  &  vi.  5. 

I. 

TELL  me,  feiiefi  of  thy  Kind, 
Tell  me  Shepherd,  all  divine, 
Where  this  fainting  Head  reclin'd 
May  relieve  fuch  Cares  as  mine  : 
S :-ie?herd,  lead  me  to  thy  Grove  ; 
If  burning  Noon  infedl  the  Sky 
The  fick'ning  Sheep  to  Covert  fly, 
The  Sheep  not  half  fo  faint  as  I, 
Thus  overcome  with  Love. 
H. 
Say,  thou  dear  So v  e  r  e  i  g  n  of  my  BreafL, 
Where  dolt  thou  lead  thy  Flock  to  reft ; 
Why  mould  I  appear  like  one 
Wild  and  wandring  ail  alone, 
Unbeloved  and  unknown  ? 
O  my  Great  Redeemer,  fay, 
Shall  I  turn  my  Feet  aftray ! 


WiH 
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Will  J  ESUS  bear  to  fee  me  rove, 
To  fee  me  feek  another  Love  ? 

in. 

Ne'er  had  I  known  his  dearefl  Name, 
Ne'er  had  I  felt  his  inward  Flame, 
Had  not  his  Heart-ftrings  hrfl  began  the  tender  Sound : 
Nor  can  I  bear  the  Thought,  that  He 
Shou'd  leave  the  Sky, 
Should  bleed  and  die, 
Should  love  a  Wretch  fo  vile  as  me 
Without  Returns  of  Pailion  for  his  dying  Wound. 
IV. 
His  Eyes  are  Glory  mrx'd  with  Grace  ; 
In  his  Delightful  awful  Face 
Sits  Majefly  and  Gentlenefs. 
So  tender  is  my  bleeding  Heart 

That  with  a  Frown  he  kills ; 
.     His  Abience  in  perpetual  Smart, 
Nor  is  my  Soul  refin'd  enough 
To  bear  the  Beaming  of  his  Love, 

And  feel  his  warmer  Smiles. 
Where  mail  I  reft  this  drooping  Head  ? 
I  love,  I  love  the  Sun,  and  yet  I  want  the  Shade. 
V. 
My  finking  Spirits  feebly  flrive 

T'  endure  the  Extafy  ; 
Beneath  thefe  Rays  I  cannot  live, 

And  yet  without  them  die. 
None  knows  the  Pleafure  and  the  Pain 
That  all  my.  inward  Powers  fuftain 
But  fuch  as  feel  a  Saviour's  Love,  and  love  the  God  again 

VI.  01 
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VI. 

Oh  why  mould  Beauty  heavenly  bright 

"Stoop  to  charm  a  Mortal's  Sight, 
And  torture  with  the  fweet  Excefs  of  Light  ? 

Our  Hearts,  alas !  how  frail  their  Make  \ 

With  their  own  We'ght  of  Joy  they  break, 
Oh  why  is  Love  fo  flrong,  and  Nature's  felf  fo  weak  ? 
VII. 
Turn,  turn  away  thine  Eyes, 

Afcend  the  Azure  Hills,  and  fhine 
Amongfl  the  happy  Tenants  of  the  Skies, 
They  can  fuftain  a  Virion  fo  divine. 

O  turn  thy  lovely  Glories  from  me, 
The  Joys  are  too  intenfe,  the  Glories  overcome  me. 
VIII. 

Dear  Lord,  forgive  my  rafh  Complaint, 
And  love  me  ftill 
Againft  my  froward  Will ; 

Unvail  thy  Beauties,  tho'  I  faint. 

Send  the  great  Herald  from  the  Sky, 

And  at  the  Trumpet's  awful  Roar 

This  feeble  State  of  Things  mail  fly, 

And  Pain  and  Pleafure  mix  no  more  : 

Then  mall  I  gaze  with  ftrengthned  Sight 

On  Glories  infinitely  bright, 
My  Heart  mail  all  be  Love,  my  J  E  S  US  all  Delight. 


H  Love 
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Love  to  Christ  prefent  or  abfent. 

L 

OF  all  the  Joys  we  Mortals  know, 
JESUS,  thy  Love  exceeds  the  reft  ; 
Love,  the  bell  Blefling  here  below, 
And  neareft  Image  of  the  bleir. 

II. 
Sweet  are  my  Thoughts,  and  foft  my  Cares, 
When  the  Celeilial  Flame  I  feel ; 
In  all  my  Hopes,  and  all  my  Fears, 
There's  fome thing  kind  and  pleaiing  ftilL 

III. 
While  I  am  held  in  his  Embrace 
There's  not  a  Thought  attempts  to  rove  ; 
Each  Smile  he  wears  upon  his  Face 
Fixes,  and  charms,  and  fires  my  Love. 

IV. 
He  fpeaks,  and  ftrait  immortal  Joys 
Run  thro'  my  Ears,  and  reach  my  Heart ; 
My  Soul  all  melts  at  that  dear  Voice, 
And  Pleafure  fnoots  thro'  every  Part. 

V. 
If  he  withdraw  a  Moment's  fpace, 
He  leaves  a  (acred  Pledge  behind  ; 
Here  in  this  Breaft  his  Image  flays. 
The  Grief  and  Comfort  of  my  Mild. 

VI,  While 
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VI. 

While  of  his  Abience  I  complain, 
And  long,  and  weep  as  Lovers  do. 
There's  a  ilrange  Pleafure  in  the  Pain, 
And  Tears  have  their  own  Sweetnefs  too, 

VII. 
When  round  his  Courts  by  Day  I  rove, 
Or  afk  the  Watchmen  of  the  Night 
For  fome  kind  Tidings  of  my  Love, 
His  very  Name  creates  Delight. 
VIII. 
7  E  SUS,  my  G  o  d  ;  yet  rather  come : 

Eyes  would  dwell  upon  thy  Face  ; 
'Tis  belt  to  ice  my  Lord  at  home, 

eel  the  Presence  of  his  Grace. 
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The  Abfence  of  Christ, 
I. 

CO M E,  lead  me  to  fome  lofty  Shade 
Where  Turtles  moan  their  Loves ; 
Tall  Shadows  were  for  Lovers  made  ; 
And  Grief  becomes  the  Groves. 
III. 
'Tis  no  mean  Beauty  of  the  Ground 

That  has  inflav'd  mine  Eyes ; 
I  faint  beneath  a  nobler  Wound, 
Nor  love  below  the  Skies. 

H  z  III.  J  g* 
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ill. 

JESUS,  the  Spring  of  all  that's  bright, 

The  Everlafting  Fair, 
Heaven's  Ornament,  and  Heaven's  Delight, 

Is  my  Eternal  Care. 

IV. 
But,  ah  !  how  far  above  this  Grave 

Does  the  bright  Charmer  dwell  ? 
Abfence,  thou  keener!  Wound  to  Love, 

That  fharpeft  Pain,  I  feel. 
V. 
Penfive  I  climb  the  facred  Hills, 

And  near  him  vent  my  Woes ; 
Yet  his  fweet  Face  he  flill  conceals, 

Yet  flill  my  Paflion  grows. 
VI. 
I  murmur  to  the  hollow  Vale, 

I  tell  the  Rocks  my  Flame, 
And  blefs  the  Eccho  in  her  Cell 

That  belt  repeats  her  Name. 
VII. 
My  PafTion  breathes  perpetual  Sighs, 

Till  pitying  Winds  mall  hear, 
And  gently  bear  them  up  the  Skies, 

And  gently  wound  his  Ear. 

Defiring  his  Defcent  to  Earth. 
I. 

7E  $  U  5,  I  love.     Come,  dearelt.  Name, 
Come  and  pofTefs  this  Heart  of  mine ; 

2  I  lov< 
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I  love,  tho'  'tis  a  fainter  Flame, 
And  infinitely  lefs  than  thine. 

II. 
O  !  if  my  L  0  r  d  would  leave  the  Skies, 
Dreft  in  the  Rays  of  mildefl  Grace, 
My  Soul  (Eould  hailen  to  my  Eyes 
To  meet  the  Pleafures  of  his  Face. 

ill. 
How  would  I  feafl  on  all  his  Charms, 
Then  round  his  lovely  Feet  entwine  ! 
Worlhip  and  Love,  in  all  their  Forms, 
Shou'd  honour  Beauty  fo  divine. 
IV. 
In  vain  the  Tempters  flatt'ring  Tongue, 
The  World  in  vain  fhould  bid  me  move, 
In  vain  ;  for  I  mould  gaze  fo  long 
Till  I  were  all  transform'd  to  Love. 

V. 
Then  (mighty  Go  d)  I'd  fing  and  fay, 
"  What  empty  Names  are  Crowns  and  Kings ! 
M  Amongft  'em  give  thefe  Worlds  away, 
"  Thefe  little  defpicable  Things. 

VI. 
I  would  not  afk  to  climb  the  Sky, 
Nor  envy  Angels  their  Abode, 
I  have  a  Heav'n  as  bright  and  high 
In  the  bleft  Vifion  of  my  God. 


H  3  Afcending 
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Jfcending  to  him  in  Heaven. 

I. 

.'^IPMS  pure  Delight,  without  Alloy, 
JL        J  E  S  US,  to  hear  thy  Name, 
My  Spirit  leaps  with  inward  Joy, 
I  feel  the  facred  Flame. 

II. 
My  PaiSons  hold  a  pleafmg  Reign, 
While  Love  infpires  my  Breafi, 
Love,  the  divinefl  of  the  Train, 
The  Sovereign  of  the  relr. 
III. 
This  is  the  Grace  muft  live  and  £ng, 
When  Faith  and  Fear  fhall  ceafe, 
Mull  found  from  every  joyful  String 
Thro1  the  fweet  Groves  of  Blife. 
IV. 
Lzt  Life  immortal  feize  my  Clay ; 

Let  Love  refine  my  Blood  ; 
Her  Flames  car*  bear  my  Soul  away, 
Can  bring  me  near  my  God. 
V. 
Swift  I  afcend  the  heavenly  Place, 

And  hafien  to  my  Home, 
I  leap  to  meet  thy  kind  Embrace; 
I  come,  OLord,  I  come. 


VI.  Sink 
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VI. 

down,  ye  feparating  Hills, 
Let  Guilt  and  Death  remove, 
'Tis  Love  that  drives  my  Chariot- Wheels, 
And  Death  mull  yield  to  Love. 


The  Prefena  of  God  worth  dying  for  ; 
Or,  The  math  of  Moles. 

I. 

LO  R  D,  'tis  an  infinite  Delight 
To  fee  thy  lovely  Face, 
To  dwell  whole  Ages  in  thy  Sight, 
And  kd  thy  vital  Rays. 

II. 
This  Gabriel  knows ;  and  fings  thy  Name 

With  Rapture  on  his  Tongue  ; 
ftlofes  the  Saint  enjoys  the  fame, 
And  Heaven  repeats  the  Song. 
III. 
While  the  bright  Nation  founds  thy  Praife 

From  each  eternal  Hill, 
Sweet  Odours  of  exhaling  Grace 
The  happy  Region  fill. 

IV. 
Thy  Love,  a  Sea  without  a  Shore, 

Spreads  Life  and  Joy  abroad  : 
G  'tis  a  Heaven  worth  dying  for 
To  fee  a  fouling  Go  d  I 

H  4  V,  Shew 
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v. 

Shew  me  thy  Face,  and  I'll  away 

From  all  inferior  Things ; 
Speak,  Lord,  and  here  I  quit  my  Clay,. 

And  ftretch  my  airy  Wings. 
VI. 
Sweet  was  the  Journey  to  the  Sky 

The  wondrous  Prophet  try'd ; 
Climb  up  the  Mount,  fays  God,   and  die  5 

The  Prophet  clirmVd  and  dy'd. 

VII. 

Softly  his  fainting  Head  he  lay 

Upon  his  Maker's  Breaft, 
His  Maker  kifs'd  his  Soul  away,     - 

And  laid  his  Fleih  to  reft. 

VIIL 
In  God's  own  Arms  he  left  the  Breath 

That  G  o  d's  own  Spirit  gave  ; 
His  was  the  noblell  Rbaxl  to  Death, 

And  his  the  fweeteil  Grave. 
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Long  for  his  Return, 

I. 

O'T  W  A  S  a  mournful  parting  Day  ? 
Far  ewe  I,    my  Spoufe,  he  faid  ; 
( How  tedious,  Lord,  is  thy  Delay  ! 
iriow  long  my  Love  hath  ftaid  !) 

II.  Farewell 
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II. 

Tarenjoel ;  at  once  he  left  the  Ground, 

And  climb'd  his  Father's  Sky  : 
Lord,  I  would  tempt  thy  Chariot  down, 

Or  leap  to  thee  on  high. 

in: 

Round  the  Creation  wild  I  rove, 

And  fearch  the  Globe  in  vain  ; 
There's  nothing  here  that's  worth  my  Love 

Till  thou  return  again. 

IV. 
My  Faffions  fly  to  feek  their  Xing, 

And  fend  their  Groans  abroad, 
They  beat  the  Air  with  heavy  Wing, 

And  mourn  an  abfent  God: 
V. 
With  inward  Pain  my  Heart-firings  found, 

My  Soul  diffolves  away  ; 
Dear  Sovereign,  whirl  the  Seafons  round, 

And  bring  the  promis'd  Day. 

MM 


Hope  in  Darknefs. 
I. 


1694. 


YET,  Gracious  God, 
Yet  will  I  feek  thy  fmiling  Face  ; 
What  tho'  a  ftiort  Eclipfe  his  Beauties  fhrowd 

And  bar  the  Influence  of  his  Rays, 
JTis  but  a  Morning  Vapour,  or  a  Summer- Cloud.; . 

H  s.  He 
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He  is  my  San  dio1  he  refufe  to  mine, 
Tho1  for  a  Moment  he  depart 
I  dwell  for  ever  on  h:s  Heart, 

For  ever  he  on  mine. 
Early  before  the  Light  a  rife 
I'll  fpring  a  Thought  away  to  G  o  d  ; 
The  Paflion  of  my  Heart  and  Eyes 
Shall  fli out  a  thoufand  Groans  and  Sighs, 
A  thoufmd  Glances  flrike  die  Skies, 
The  Floor  of  his  Abode. 

ir. 

Dear  So  v  e  reign,  hear  thy  Servant  pray, 
Fend  the  blue  Heavens,  Eternal  King, 
Downward  thy  chearful  Graces  bring  ; 
I    -  mall  I  breatl  e  in  vain  and  pant  my  Hours  away  f 
Break,  glorious  Brightness,  thro'  the  gloomy  Veil,  • 
Took  how  the  Armies  of  Defpair 
Aloft  their  footy  Banners  rear 
Round  my  poor  captive  Soul,  and  dare 
Pronounce  me  Prifoner  of  Hell. 
Bat  Thou,  my  Sun,  and  Thou,  my  Shield, 
Wilt  fave  me  in  the  bloody  Field ; 
B  eak,  glorious  Brightness,  moot  one  glimmering  Ray, 
One  Glance  of  thine  creates  a  Day, 
And  drives  thQ  Troops  of  Hell  away. 
III. 
Happy  the  Times,  but  ah  !  the  Times  are  gone 

When  wond'rous  Power  and  radiant  Grace 
Round  the  tall  Arches  of  the  Temple  flione, 
And  rningled  their  victorious  Rays ; 

Sin, 
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Sin,  with  all  its  ghaftly  Train, 
Fled  to  the  Deeps  of  Death  again, 
And  failing  Triumph  fat  on  every  Face  : 
Oar  Spirits  raptur'd  with  the  Sight 
Were  all  Devotion,  all  Delight, 
And  loud  Ho  [annas  founded  the  Redeemer's  Praife. 
Here  could  I  fay, 
( And  point  the  Place  whereon  I  ftood) 
Here  I  enjoy' d  a  Vifit  half  the  Day 
From  my  defcending  God: 
I  was  regal'd  with  heavenly  Fare, 
With  Fruit  and  Manna  from  above  ; 
Divinely  fweet  the  Bleifings  were 
While  mine  Emanuel  was  there  : 
And  o'er  my  Head 
The  Conqueror  fpread  , 

The  Banner  of  his  Love. 
IV. 
Then  why  my  Heart  funk  down  fo  low  J 
Why  do  my  Eyes  diiiblve  and  flow, 

And  hopelefs  Nature  mourn  ? 
Review,  my  Soul,   thofe  pleafing  Days, 
Read  his  unalterable  Grace 
Thro'  the  Difpleafure  of  his  Face, 

And  wait  a  kind  Return. 
A  Father's  Love  may  raife  a  Frown 
To  chide  the  Child,  or  prove  the  Son, 

But  Love  will  ne'er  deftroy  ; 
The  Hour  of  Darknefs  is  but  fhort, 
Faith  be  thy  Life,  and  Patience  thy  Support, 
The  Morning  brings  the  Joy. 

H  6  Come, 
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Cta**.,    Z>i  JESUS. 
I. 

WHEN  (hall  thy  lovely  Face  be  feen  ? 
When  (hall  our  Eyes  behold  our  G  0  d  ? 
What  Lengths  of  Diflance  lie  between, 
And  Hills  of  Guilt  ?  a  heavy  Load  \ 

:       II. 
Our  Months  are  Ages  of  Delay*, 
And  /lowly  every  Minute  wears : 
Fly,  winged  Time,  and  roll  away 
Thefe  tedious  Rounds  of  iluggifh  Years, 

III. 
Ye  heavenly  Gates,  loofe  all  your  Chains, 
Let  the  eternal  Pillars  bow  ; 
Bleft  Saviour,  cleave  the  ftarry  Plains, 
And  make  the  Cryftal  Mountains  flow. 

IV. 
Hark,  how  thy  Saints  unite  their  Cries, 
And  pray  and  wait  the  general  Doom  ; 
Come,  Thou,  The  Soul  of   all  our  Joys, 
Thou,  The  Desire  of  Nations,  come. 

V. 
Put  thy  bright  Robes  of  Triumph  on, 
And  blefs  our  Eyes,  and  blefs  our  Ears, 
Thou  abfent  Love,  thou  dear  Unknown, 
Thou  Fairest  of  ten  thousand  Fairs. 

VI.  Our 
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Our  Heart-firings  groan  with  deep  Complaint, 
Our  Fleih  lies  panting,   Lord,  for  thee, 
And  every  Limb,  and  every  Joint,. 
Stretches  for  Immortality. 

VII. 
Our  Spirits  (hake  their  eager  Wings, 
And  burn  to  meet  thy  flying  Throne  5  • 
We  rife  away  from  mortal  Things 
T1  attend  thy  mining  Chariot  down. 

VIII. 
Now  let  our  chearful  Eyes  furvey 
The  blazing  Earth  and  melting  Hills, 
And  frnile  to  fee  the  Lightnings  play9 . 
And  flaih  along  before  thy  Wheels, 

IX. 
O  for  a  Shout  of  violent  Joys . 
To  join  the  Trumpet's  thund'ring  Sound  \ 
The  Angel  Herald  makes  the  Skies, 
Awakes  the  Graves,  and  tears  the  Ground. 

X, 
Ye  flumb'ring  Saints,  a  heavenly  Hofl 
Stands  waiting  at  your  gaping  Tombs ; 
Let  every  facred  fleeping  Dull: 
Leap  into  Life,  for  J  £  S  U S  comes. 

XL 
JESUS,  the  GoD-of  Might  and  Love, 
New-moulds  our  Limbs  of  cumb'rous  Clay  5 
Quick  as  Seraphick-FIames  we  move, 
Aftive  and  young,  and  fair  as  they. 

XIL  Oar 
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XJI. 

Our  airy  Feet  with  unknown  Flight 
Swift  as  the  Motions  of  Defire,     , 
Run  up  the  Hills  of  heavenly  Light, 
And  leave  the  weltring  World  in  Fire 


Book  I. 


Bewailing  my  own  Inconftancy. 

1. 

IL  O  V  E  the  Lord;  but  ah  !  how  far 
My  Thoughts  from  the  dear  Objecl  are 
This  wanton  Heart,  how  wide  it  roves  ! 
And  Fancy  meets  a  thoufand  Loves. 

n. 

If  my  Soul  burn  to  fee  my  God, 
I  tread  the  Courts  of  his  Abode, 
But  Troops  of  Rivals  throng  the  Piacd 
And  tempt  me  off  before  his  Face. 

III. 
Would  I  enjoy  my  Lord  alone, 
I  bid  my  PafTions  all  be  gone, 
All  but  my  Love  ;  and  charge  my  Will 
To  bar  the  Door  and  guard  it  itill. 

IV. 
But  Cares,  or  Trifles,  make,  or  find, 
Still  new  Avenues  to  the  Mind, 
Till  I  with  Grief  and  Wonder  fee, 
Huge  Crowds  betwixt  the  Lord  and  me. 


V.  Oft 
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V. 
Oft  I  am  Cold  the  Mufe  will  prove 
A  Friend  to  Piety  and  Love  ; 

! ;  I  begin  fome  (acred  Song, 
And  take  my  Saviour  on  my  Tongue, 

VI. 
Strangely  I  loft  his  lovely  Face, 
To  hold  the  empty  Sounds  in  chafe ; 
At  belt  the  Chimes  divide  my  Heart, 
And  the  Mufe  fnares  the  larger  part, 

VII. 
Falfe  Confident !  and  falfer  Breaft  ! 
Fickle,  and  fond  of  every  Guefl : 
Each  airy  Image  as  it  flies 
Here  rinds  Admittance  thro'  my  Eyes^ 

VIII. 
This  foolifh  Heart  can  leave  her  Go  d, 
And  Shadows  tempt  her  Thoughts  abroad : 
How  (hall  I  fix  this  wandring  Mind  ? 
Or  throw  my  Fetters  on  the  Wind  ? 

IX. 
Look  gently  down,  Almighty  Grace, 
Prifon  me  round  in  thine  Embrace  ; 
Pity  the  Soul  that  would  be  thine, 
And  let  thy  Power  my  Love  confine. 

X. 
Say,  when  mall  thy  bright  Moment  be 
That  I  mall  Uyq  alone  for  Thee, 
My  Heart  no  foreign  Lords  adore. 
And  the  wild  Mufe  prove  falfe  no  more  ? 

Forfaken, 
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Fcrfaken,  yet  Hoping. 

I. 

HAPPY  the  Hours,  the  golden  Days, 
When  I  could  call  my  JESUS  mine,\ 
And  lit  and  view  his  fouling  Face, 
And  melt  in  Pleafures  all- divine.. 

It 
Near  to  my  Heart,  within  my  Arm^ 
He  lay,  till  Sin  denTd  my  breafi, 
Till  broken  Vows,  and  earthly  Charms,, 
Tir'd  and  provok'd  my  heavenly  Gueit.  - 

lil. 
And  now  He's  gone,  (O  mighty  Woe  !) 
Gone  from  my  Soul,  and  hides  his  Love  !  • 
Curfe  on  you,  Sins,  that  griev'd  Him  fo5 , 
Ye  Sins, .  that  forc'd  him  to  remove; 

IV. 
Ereak,  break,  my  Heart ;  complain,  my  Tongue  ; ; 
Hither,  my  Friends,  your  Sorrows  bring : 
Angels,  aiTift  my  doleful  Song, 
If  you  have  e'er  a  mourning  String. 

V, 
But,  ah  !  your  Joys  are  ever  hjgh9 
Ever  his  lovely  Face  you  fee  ; 
While  my  poor  Spirits  pant  and  die, 
And  groan,  for  Thee,  my  God,  for  Thee. 

VI.  Yet 
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Yet  let  my  Hope  look  thro'  my  Tears,. 
And  fpy  afar  his  rolling  Throne  ; 
His  Chariot  thro'  the  cleaving  Spheres 
Shall  bring  the  bright  Beloved  down 

VII. 
Swift  as  a  Roe  flies  o'er  the  Hills, 
My  Soul  Springs  out  to  meet  him  high, 
Then  the  fair  Conqueror  turns  his  Wheels, 
And  climbs  the  Manfions  of  the  Sky» 

VIII. 
There  fmiling  Joy  for  ever  reigns 
No  more  the  Turtle  leaves  the  Dove  i 
Farewel  to  Jealoufies,  and  Pains, 
And  all  the  Ills  of  abient  Love* 
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The  Conclusion. 

God   exalted  above  all  Praife. 


I. 

ETERNAL  Power !  whofe  high  Abode 
Becomes  the  Grandeur  of  a  God  ; 
Infinite  Length  beyond  the  Bounds 
Where  Stars  revolve  their  little  Rounds. 

II. 
The  lovveil  Step  above  thy  Seat 
Rifes  too  high  for  Gabriel's  Feet, 


Jn 
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In  vain  the  tall  Arch- Angel  tries 

To  reach  thine  Height  with  wondring  Eyes. 

III. 
Thy  dazling  Beauties  whilft  he  fmgs 
He  hides  his  Face  behind  his  Wings  ; 
And  Ranks  of  fhining  Thrones  around 
Fall  worfnipping,  and  fpread  the  Ground. 

IV. 
Lord,  what  fhall  Earth  and  Aihes  do  t 
We  would  adore  our  Maker  too  ; 
From  Sin  and  Duft  to  thee  we  cry, 
The  Great,-  the  Holy,  and  tbeHwHt 

V. 
Earth  from  afar  has  heard  the  Fame, 
And  Worms  have  learnt  to  lifp  thy  Name  5 
But  O,  the  Glories  of  thy  Mind 
Leave  all  our  foaring  Thoughts  behind; 

VI. 
G  0  d  is  in  Heaven,  and  Men  below ; 
Be  fhort,  our  Tunes ;  our  Words  be  few  » 
A  facred  Reverence  checks  our  Songs, 
And  Praife  fits  filent  on  our  Tongues. 

The  End  of  the  F 1  R  s  t  Boo  k, 
Tibl  fikt  Laus,  0  DeuSj  Pfal.  Ixv.  1. 
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BOOK     II. 

Sacred    to  Virtue,    Honour, 
and  Friendship. 


T  O 

Her   MAJESrr. 

QUEEN  of  the  Northern  World  whcfe  gentle  Sway 
Commands  our  Love,and  charms  our  Hearts  t'  obey, 
Forgive  the  Nation's  Groan  when  W IL  L  I- AM 
Lo,  at  thy  Feet  in  all  the  Icyal  Pride  (dy'd  : 

Of  blooming  joy,   three  happy  Realms  appear, 
And  WILL  IAM's  Urn  almoft  without  a  Tear 
Stands  ;  nor  complains  :  wlrle  from  thy  gracious  Tongue 
Peace  flows  in  Silver  Streams  amidft  the  Throng. 
Amazing  Balm,  that  on  thofe  Lips  was  found 
To  foorh  the  Torment  of  that  mortal  Wound,       * 

And 
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.  And  calm  the  wild  Affright  !  The  Terror  dies, 
The  bleeding  Wound  cements,  the  Danger  flies, 
And  Albion  fhouts  thine  Honours  as  her  Joys  arife. 

The  Ger?nan  Eagle  feels  her  Guardian  dead, 
Not  her  own  Thunder  can  fecure  her  Head  ; 
Her  trembling  Eaglets  haflen  from  afar, 
And  Belgias  Lion  dreads  ,the  Gallkk  War  : 
All  hide  behind  thy  Shield.    Remoter  Lands 
Whofe  Lives  lay  truiled  in  Najfwian  Hands 
Transfer  their  Souls,  and  live  ;  fecure  they  play 
In  thy  mild  Rays,  and  love  the  growing  Day. 

Thy  beamy  Wing  at  once  defends  and  warms 
Fainti  g  Religion,  whilil  in  various  Forma 
Fair  Piety  mines  thro'  the  Britfo  Ifles : 
Here  at  thy  Side,  and  in  thy  kindeil  Smiles  * 
Blazing  in  ornamental  Gold  me  Hands, 
To  blers  thy  Councils,  and  amil  thy  Hands, 
And  Crowds  wait  round  her  to  receive  Commands, 
There  at  a  rmmble  Diitance  from  the  Throne  f 
Beauteous  me  lies ;  her  Luftre  all  her  own,. 
UngarnifrYd  ;  yet  not  blufhing,  nor  afraid, 
Nor  knows  Sufplcion,  nor  affeds  the  Sh.de  : 
Chearful  and  pleas'd  ihe  not  prefumes  to  fhare 
In  thy  Parental  Gifts,  but  owns  thy  Guardian  Care, 
For  thee,  dear  Sovereign,  endlefs  Vows  arife, 
And  Zeal  with  earthly  Wing  lalutes  the  Skies 
To  gain  thy  Safety  :  Here  a  folemn  Form  * 
Of  ancient  Words  keeps  the  Devotion  warm,. 

*  The  ejlablifrd  Ckwch  sf  England. 
f  The  Protejlant  Dijenters. 


And 
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And  guides,  but  bounds  our  Wifhes :  There  the  Mind  § 
peels  its  own  Fire,  and  kindles  unconfin'd 
With  bolder  hopes :  Yet  full  beyond  our  Vows 
Thy  lovely  Glories  rife,  thy  fpreading  Terror  grows. 

Princess,  the  World  already  owns  thy  Name  1 
Go,  mount  the  Chariot  of  immortal  Fame, 
Nor  die  to  be  renown' d :  Fame's  loudeli  Breath 
Too  dear  is  purchas'd  by  an  Angel's  Death. 
The  Vengeance  of  t&y  Rod,  with  general  Joy,  • 

Shall  fcourge  Rebellion  and  the  Rival-Boy  *  : 
Thy  founding  Arms  his  Gallic  Patron  hears 
And  fpeeds  his  Flight ;  not  overtakes  his  Fears, 
Till  hard  Defpair  wring  from  the  Tyrant's  Soul 
The  Iron  Tears  out.     Let  thy  Frown  controul 
Our  angry  Jars  at  home,  till  Wrath  fubmit 
Her  impious  Banners  to  thy  facred  Feet. 
Mad  Zeal,  and  Frenzy,  with  their  murderous  Train, 
Flee  thefe  fweet  Realms  in  thine  auipicious  Reign, 
Envy  expire  in  Rage,  and  Treafon  bite  the  Chain. 

Let  no  black  Scenes  affright  fair  Athlon" $  Stage  : 
Thy  Thread  of  Life  prolong  our  golden  Age, 
Long  blefs  the  Earth,  and  late  afcend  thy  Throne 
Ethereal ;  (not  thy  Deeds  are  there  unknown, 
Nor  there  unfung  ;  for  by  thine  awful  Hands 
Heaven  rules  the  Waves,  and  Thunders  o'er  the  Land 
Creates  inferior  Kings  j-,and  gives  'em  their  Comman 


1 


.nds,  C 
ids,)  3 


§  The  Prcteftar.t  Diffenten. 
*  The  Pretender. 

-f  She  made  Charles  tire  Emperor's  fecond  Son  King  of  Spain,  who 
is  now  Emperor  cf  Germany. 

Lesions 
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Legions  atterd  thee  at  the  radiant  Gates ; 

For  thee  thy  Siller-Seraph,  bleft  MAR  I  J,  waits. 

But  oh  !  the  parting  Stroke  !  fome  heavenly  Power 
Chear  thy  fad  Britons  in  the  gloomy  Hour ; 
Some  new  propitious  Star  appear  on  high 
The  faireil  Glory  of  the  Weftem  Sky, 
And  ANNA  be  its  Name  ;  with  gentle  Sway 
To  check  the  Planets  of  malignant  Ray, 
Sooth  the  Rude  North  Wind,  and  the  rugged  Bear, 
Calm  rifmg  Wars,  heal  the  contagious  Air, 
And  reign  with  peaceful  Influence  to  the  Southern  Sphere. 

Note,  This  Poem  was  written  if:  the  Teat-  170$,  in  that  honour ah It 
Part  of  the  Reign  of  our  late  Queen,  when  fie  had  broke  the  French 
P Giver  at  Blenheim,  aJJ'erted  the  right  of  Charles  the  prefent  Em- 
peror to  the  Crown  of  Spain,  exerted  her  Zeal  for  the  Proteftant  Suc- 
cefTion,  and  promised  inviolably  to  maintain  the  Toleration  to  the 
■Proteftant  Off  enters.  7%u<  foe  appeared  the  chief  Support  of  the  Re- 
formation, and  the  Patrcnefs  of  the  Liberties  of  Europe. 

The  latter  Part  of  her  Reign  was  of  a  different  Colour }  and  was  hi 
no  mea:s  attended  with  the  Accompli fime::t  of  tbcfe  glorious  Hopes  which 
we  had  conceived.  Now  the  Mufe  cannot  fatisfy  her  Jelf  to  publjh  this 
new  Edition  without  acknowledging  the  Miftake  of  hw  former  Prtfa^es  j 
and  while  fie  does  the  World  this  Jujlice,  Jbe  does  her  felf  the  Honour 
of  a  'voluntary  RetraBation* 
Auguft  1.    1 72 1. 


PA  LI  NO  D  I  A. 

R  1  TO  NS,  forgive  the  forward  Mufe 

ri  hat  darM  Prophetic  Seals  to  loofe, 
(UnskilPd  in  Fate's  Eternal  Book,) 
And  the  deep  Characters  miftook. 

3  GEORGE 
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GEORGE  is  the  Name,  that  glorious  Star  ; 
Ve  faw  his  Splendors  beaming  far  ; 
Saw  in  the  Eaft  your  Joys  arife, 
When  ANNA  funk  in  Weflern  Skies, 
Streaking  the  Heavens  with  Crimfon  Gloom,  "\ 

Emblems  of  Tyranny  and  Rome,  > 

Portending  Blood  and  Night  to  come.  J 

'Twas  GEORGE  diffused  a  vital  Ray, 
And  gave  the  dying  Nations  Day  : 
His  Influence  fooths  the  Rujffian  Bear,, 
Calms  rifmg  Wars,  and  heals  the  Air  ; 
Join'd  with  the  Sun  his  Beams  are  hurPd 
To  fcatter  Bleflings  round  the  World, 
Fulfil  whatever  the  Mufe  has  fpoke, 
And  crown  the  work  that  ANNE  forfook. 
Aug.  1.  17x1. 

###  %%%^%%%%%%%%%%%%%%% 
T   O 

JOHN   LOCKE,  Efq; 

Retired  from  Bufinefs. 

I. 

ANGELS  are  made  of  Heavenly  Things, 
And  Light  and  Love  our  Souls  compofe, 
Their  Blifs  within  their  Bofom  fprings, 

Within  their  Bofom  flows. 
But  narrow  Minds  ftill  make  Pretence 
To  fearch  the  Coaits  of  Flefh  and  Senfe, 
And  fetch  diviner  Pleafures  thence. 

Men 
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Men  are  akin  to  Ethereal  Forms, 
But  they  belye  their  nobler  Birth, 
Debate  their  Honour  down  to  Earth, 

And  claim  a  mare  with  Worms. 
II. 
He  that  has  Treafures  of  his  own 
May  leave  the  Cottage  or  the  Throne, 
May  quit  the  Globe,  and  dwell  alone 

Within  his  fpacious  Mind. 
LOCKE  hath  a  Soul  wide  as  the  Sea, 
Calm  as  the  Night,  bright  as  the  Day, 
There  may  his  vail  Ideas  play, 

Nor  feel  a  Thought  conim'd. 

T    O 

JOHN  S  HUTE,  Efq; 

(Now  Lord  BARRINGION) 

On  Mr.  LOCKE's  dangerous  Sicknefs,  fom 
time  after  he  had  retird  tofiudy  the  Scriptures. 

June,   1704* 

AN  D  mutt  the  Man  of  wondrous  Mind 
(Nov/  his  rich  Thoughts  are  jufl  refin'd ) 
Forfake  our  longing  Eyes  ? 
Reafon  at  length  fubmits  to  wear 
The  Wings  of  Faith  ;  and  lo,  they  rear 
Her  Chariot  high,  and  nobly  bear 
Her  Prophet  to  the  Skies, 

II.  Go 
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II. 

Go,  Friend,  and  wait  the  Prophet's  Flight, 
Watch  if  his  Mantle  chance  to  light, 

And  feize  it  for  thy  own  ; 
S  HU  TE  is  the  darling  of  his  Years, 
Young  SHUTE  his  better  Likenefs  bears; 
All  but  his  Wrinkles  and  his  Hairs 

Are  copy'd  in  his  Son. 
III. 
Thus  when  our  Follies,,  or  our  Fau'ts, 
Call  for  the  Pity  of  thy  Thoughts, 

Thy  Pen  fhall  make  us  wife  : 
The  Sallies  of  whofe  youthful  Wit 
Could  pierce  the  Brttijb  Fogs  with.  Light, 
Place  our  true  *  Intereft  in  our  Sighr, 

And  open  half  our  Eyes 
*   The  Intereft  of  England,  written  by  I.  S.   Efq; 

T    O 

Mr.  WILLIAM   N  0  K  E  S. 

Friend/hip* 

I.  1702, 

FR I E  N  D  S 1 1 1  P,  thou  Charmer  of  the  Mind, 
Thou  iweet  deluding  111, 
The  brighter!  Minute  Mortals  find, 
And  fharpefl  Hour  vve  feeh 
II. 
Fate  has  divided  ail  our  Shares 
Of  Pleafure  and  of  Pain  ; 

1  In 
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In  love  the  Comforts  and  the  Cares 

Are  mix'd  and  joirVd  again. 
III. 
But  whilft  in  Floods  our  Sorrow  rolls, 

And  Drops  of  Joy  are  few,  » 

This  dear  Delight  of  mingling  Souls 

Serves  but  to  fwell  our  Woe. 
IV. 
Oh !  why  mould  Blifs  depart  in  hafle, 

And  Friendfhip  flay  to  moan  ? 
Why  the  fond  Pafnon  cling  fo  fail, 

When  every  Joy  is  gone  ? 
V. 
Yet  never  let  our  Flearts  divide, 

Nor  Death  diiiblve  the  Chain  : 
For  Love  and  Joy  were  once  ally'd, 

And  mufl  be  join'd  again. 

T   O 

NATHANAEL  GOULD,  Efq} 

NOW 

Sir  NATHANAEL  GOULD. 
I.  1704. 

5/- f^  IS  not  by  Splendour,  or  by  State, 
JL        Exalted  Mir,;,  or  lofty  Gait, 
My  Mufe  takes  Meafure  of  a  King : 

If 
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If  Wealth,  or  Height,   or  Bulk  will  do, 
§hz  calls  each  Mountain  of  Peru 

A  more  Majeilic  Thing. 
Frown  on  me,  Friend,  if  e'er  I  boafl 
O'er  Fellow-Minds  enflav'd  in  Clay, 
Or  fivell  when  I  mall  have  engroft 
A  larger  Heap  of  mining  Duft, 
And  wear  a  bigger  Load  of  Earth  than  they. 
Let  the  vain  World  falute  me  loud, 
My  Thoughts  look  inward,  and  forget 
The  founding  Names  of  High  and  Greaf, 
The  Flatteries  of  the  Crowd. 
II; 
When  GOULD  commands  his  Ships  to  run 
And  fearch  the  Traffick  of  the  Sea, 
His  Fleet  overtakes  the  falling  Day, 
And  bears  the  Weftern  Mines  away, 
Or  richer  Spices  from  the  rifing  Sun  : 
While  the  glad  Tenants  of  the  Shore 
Shout,  and  pronounce  him  Senator  *,  1 

Yet  itill  the  Man's  the  fame  : 
For  well  the  happy  Merchant  knows 
The  Soul  with  Treafure  never  grow?, 
Nor  iwells  with  airy  Fame. 

III. 

But  trail  me,  GOULD,  tis  lawful  Pride 
To  rife  above  the  mean  Controul 
Of  Flefh  and  Senfe,  to  which  we're  ty'd ; 
This  is  Ambition  that  becomes  a  Soul. 

#  Member  of  Parliament  for  a  Port  in  Suflex, 

I  2  We 
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We  fleer  our  Courfe  up  thro'  the  Skies. ; 

Farewel  this  barren  Land  : 
We  ken  the  heavenly  Shore  with  longing  Eyes, 
There  the  dear  Wealth  of  Spirits  lies, 

And  beckoning  Angels  Hand. 


T    O 

Dr.  r HO  MAS    GIBSON. 

The  Life  of  Souls. 

1704. 
I. 

SWIFT  as  the  Sun  revolves  the  Day 
We  haflen  to  the  Dead, 
Slaves  to  the  Wind  we  pufF  away, 

And  to  the  Ground  we  tread. 
'Tis  Air  that  lends  us  Life,  when  firft 

The  vital  Bellows  heave  : 
Our  Flefh  we  borrow  of  the  Dull ; 
And  when  a  Mother's  Care  has  nurfl 
The  Babe  to  manly  Size,  we  mull 

With  Ufury  pay  the  Grave. 
II. 
Rich  Juleps  drawn  from  precious  Oar 

Still  tend  the  dying  Flame  : 
And  Plants,  and  Roots,  of  barbarous1  Nam?, 

Torn  from  the  Indian  Shore. 
Thus  we  fupport  our  tottVing  Flefh, 

Our  Cheeks  refume  the  Rofe  afreih, 
When  Bark  and  Steel  play  well  their  Game 

To  fave  our  finking  Breath, 

And 
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And  G  1BS0 N,  with  his  awful  Power, 
Refcues  the  poor  precarious  Hour 

From  the  Demands  of  Death. 
III. 
Bat  Art  and  Nature,  Pow'rs  and  Charms, 
And  Drugs,  and  Recipe's,  and  Forms, 
Yield  us,  at  laft,  to  greedy  Worms 

A  defpicable  Prey  ; 
I'd  have  a  Life  to  call  my  own. 
That  (hall  depend  on  Heaven  alone; 

Nor  Air,  nor  Earth,  nor  Sea 
Mix  their  bale  EfTences  with  mine,  ) 

Nor  claim  Dominion  fa  Divine 

To  give  me  leave  to  Be. 
IV. 
Sure  there's  a  Mind  wi&in,  that  reigns 
O'er  the  dull  Current  of  my  Veins  ; 
I  feel  the  inward  Pulfe  beat  high 
With  vig'rous  Immortality. 
Let  Earth  refume  the  Flefh  it  gave, 
And  Breath  difiblve  amongft  the  Winds ; 
GIBSON,  the  Things  that  fear  a  Grave, 
That  I  can  lofe,  or  you  can  fave, 

Are  not  akin  to  Minds. 
V. 
We  claim  Acquaintance  with  the  Skies, 
Upward  our  Spirits  hourly  rife, 

And  there  our  Thoughts  employ  : 
When  Heaven  (hall  fign  our  Grand  Releafe, 
We  are  no  Strangers  to  the  Place, 

The  Bufmefs,  or  the  Joy. 

I  3 
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Falfe  Greainefs* 

I. 

yi/TrL  O,  forbear  to  call  him  blefi 
^^     That  only  boafts  a  large  Eftatey 
Should  all  the  Treafures.  of  the  Weft 
Meet,  and  confpire  to  make  him  Great. 
I  know  thy  better  Thoughts,  I  know 
Thy  Reafon  can't  defcend  fo  low. 
Let  a  broad  Stream  with  golden  Sands 

Thro'  all  his  Meadows  roll, 
He's  but  a  Wretch*  with  all  his  Lands* 
That  wears  a  narrow  Soul. 
II. 
He  fwells  amidft  his  wealthy  Store, 
And  proudly  poizing  what  he.  weighs, 
In  his  own  Scale  he  ftndly  lays 
Huge  Heaps  of  mining  Oar. 
He  fpreads  the  Balance  wide  to  hold 

His  Manors  and  his  Farms, 
And  cheats  the  Beam  with  Loads  of  Gold 

He  hugs  between  his  Arms. 
So  might  the  Plough-Boy  climb  a  Tree* 

When  Cr&fus  mounts  his  Throne, 
And  both  ftand  up,  and  fmile  to  fee 
How  long  their  Shadow's  grown. 
Alas !  how  vain  the'r  Fancies  be 
To  think  that  Shape  their  own  ! 


III.  Thus 
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III. 

Thus  mingled  Hill  with  Wealth  and  State, 
Crcsfus  himfelf  can  never  know  ; 
His  true  Dimensions  and  his  Weight 
Are  far  inferior  to  their  Show. 
Were  I  fo  tall  to  reach  the  Pole, 
Or  grafp  the  Ocean  with  my  Span, 
I  mull  be  meafor'd  by  my  Soul : 
The  Mind's  the  Standard  of  the  Man. 


TO 

S  A   R    I   S    S  A, 

An   EPISTLE. 

BE  A  R  up,  SAR  IS  S  J,  thro'  the  ruffling  Storms 
Of  a  vain  vexing  World  :  Tread  down  the  Cares 
Thofe  ragged  Thorns  that  lie  acrofs  the  Road, 
Nor  fpend  a  Tear  upon  them.     Truil  the  Mufe, 
She  fings  experienced  Truth  :  This  briny  Dew, 
This  Rain  of  Eyes  will  make  the  Briars  grow. 
We  travel  thro'  a  Defart,  and  our  Feet 
Have  meafur'd  a  fair  Space,  have  left  behind 
A  thoufand  Dangers,  and  a  thoufand  Snares 
Well  fcap'd.     Adieu,  ye  Horrors  of  the  Dark, 
Ye  fininVd  Labours,  and  ye  tedious  Toils 
Of  Days  and  Hours :  The  Twinge  of  real  Smart, 
And  the  falfe  Terrors  of  ill  bodir.g  Dreams 

I  4  Vanim 
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Vanifh  together,  be  alike  forgot, 

For  ever  blended  in  one  common  Grave* 

Farewel,  ye  waxing  and  ye  waning  Moons, 
That  we  have  watch'd  behind  the  flying  Clouds 
On  Night's  dark  Hill,  or  fetting  or  afcending,. 
Or  in  meridian  Height :  Then  Silence  reign'd 
O'er  half  the  World  ;  then  ye  beheld  our  Tears,. 
Ye  witnefs'd  our  Complaints,  our  Kindred  Groans, 
(  Sad  Harmony ! )  while  with  your  beamy  Horns 
Or  richer  Orb  ye  filver'd  o'er  the  Green 
Where  trod  our  Feet,  and  lent  a  feeble  Light 
To  PVlourners.     Now  ye  have  fulnTd  your  Round, 
Thofe  Hours  are  fled,  fareweL     Months  that  are  gone 
Are  gone  for  ever,  and  have  borne  away 
Each  his  ov  n  Load.     Our  Woes  and  Sorrows  pair, 
Mountainous  Woes,  dill  leffen  as  they  fly 
Far  off.     So  Billows  in  a  ftormy  Sea, 
Wave  after  Wave  fa  long  Succeflion)  roll 
I'eyond  the  Ken  of  Sight :  The  Sailors  fafe 
Look  far  a-flern  till  they  have  loft  the  Storm, 
And  fhout  their  boiflerous  Joys.     A  gentler  Mufe 
Sings  thy.  dear  Safety,  and  commands  thy  Cares 
To  dark  Oblivion  ;  bury'd  deep  in  Night 
I.ofe  them,  SARIS  S  A,  and  aflift  my  Song.. 

Awake  thy  Voice,  fing  how  the  flender  Line 
Of  Fate's  immortal  NO  W  divides  the  Paft 
From  all  the  Future,  with  eternal  Bars 
Forbidding  a  Return.     The  paft  Temptations 
No  more  fhall  vex  us ;  every  Grief  we  feel 
Shortens  the  deftin'd  Number  5  every  Pulfe 

Beats 
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Beats  a  fharp  Moment  of  the  Pain  away, 
And  the  lad  Stroke  will  come.     By  fwifc  Degrees 
Time  fweeps  us  off,  and  we  fhall  foon  arrive 
At  Life's  fweet  Period  :  O  Celeftial  Point 
That  ends  this  mortal  Story  ! 

But  if  a  Glimpfe  of  Light  with  flatt'ring  Ray 
Breaks  thro'  the  Clouds  of  Life,  or  wandring  Fire 
Amidft  the  Shades  invite  your  doubtful  Feet, 
Beware  the  dancing  Meteor ;   faithlefs  Guide, 
That  leads  the  lonefome  Pilgrim  wide  aflray 
To  Bogs,  and  Fens,  and  Pits,  and  certain  Death  ! 
Should  vicious  Pleafure  take  an  Angel-Form 
And  at  a  Diftance  rife,  by  flow  Degrees,  ^ 

Treacherous,  to  wind  her  felf  into  your  Heart, 
Stand  firm  aloof ;  nor  let  the  gaudy  Phantom 
Too  long  allure  your  Gaze:  The  juft  Delight 
That  Heaven  indulges  lawful,  mull  obey 
Superior  Powers ;  nor  tempt  your  Thoughts  too  far 
In  Slavery  to  Senfe,  nor  fwell  your  Hope 
To  dang'rous  Size  \  If  it  approach  your  Feet 
And  court  your  Hand,  forbid  th'  intruding  Joy 
To  fit  too  near  your  Heart :   Still  may  our  Souls 
Claim  Kindred  with  the  Skies,  nor  mix  with  Dull 
Our  better-born  Affections ;  leave  the  Globe 
A  Neil  for  Worms,  and  haften  to  our  Home. 

O  there  are  Gardens  of  th'  immortal  Kind 
That  crown  the  heavenly  Edens  rifing  Hills 
With  Beauty  and  with  Sweets ;  no  lurking  Mifchief 
Dwells  in  .the  Fruit,  nor  Serpent  twines  the  Boughs ; 

I  5  The 
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The  Branches  bend  laden  with  Life  and  Biifs 
Ripe  for  the  Tafte,  but  'tis  a  deep  Afcent : 
Hold  fail  the  *  Golden  Chain  let  down  from  HeavX 
5 1  will  help  your  Feet  and  Wings ;  I  feel  its  Force 
Draw  upwards ;  fafkn'd  to  the  Pearly  Gate 
It  guides  the  way  unerring  :  Happy  Clue 
Thro'  this  dark  Wild  !  'Twas  Wifdom's  noblefl:  Work„ 
All  join'dby  Power  Divine,  and  tvery  Link  is.  Love. 
*  The  Go/pel. 


t  a 
Mr.   k  BR  AD  BURT. 

Paradife. 

170&. 

X  OUNGasiaml  quit  the  Stage,, 
Nor  will  I  know  th'  Applaufes  of  the  Age  ; 
Parewel  to  growing  Frame.     I  leave  below 
A  Life  riot  half  worn  out  with  Cares, 
Or  Agonies,  or  Years ; 
I  leave  my  Country  all  in  Tears, 
But  Heaven  demands  me  upward,  and  I  dare  to  go. 
Amongft  Ye,  Friends,  divide  and  fhare 

The  Remnant  of  my  Days, 
If  ye  have  Patience,,  and  can  bear 
A  long  Fatigue  of  Life,  and  drudge  thro'  all  the  Race. 

II.  Hark, 
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H. 

Hark,  my  fair  Guardian  chides- my  flay. 

And  waves  his  Golden  Rod  : 
u  Angel,  I  come  ;  lead  on  the  way  : 

And  now  by  fvvift  Degrees 
I  fail  aloft  thro'  Azure  Seas, 

Now  tread  the  mi  iky  Road  : 
Farewel,  ye  Planets,  in  your  Spheres ; 
And  as  the.  Stars  are  left,  a  brighter  Sky  appears. 

In  haite  for  Paradife 
I  ftretch  the  Pinions  of  a  bolder  Thought ; 

Scarce. had  I  wili'd,  but  I  was  pall 
Defarts  of  tracklefs  Light  and  all  th  Ethereal  Wafte, 

And  to  the  facred  Borders  brought ; 
There  on  the  Wing  a  Guard  of  Cherubs  lies, 

Each  waves  a  keen  Flame  as  he  flies, 
Ar.d  well  defends  the  Walls  from  Sieges  and  Surprize. 
III. 
With  pleafing  Rev'rence  I  behold 
The  Pearly  Portals  wide  unfold  : 
Enter,  my  Soul,  and  view  tbj  amazing- Scenes ; 
Sit  fail  upon  the  flying  Ivluie, 
And  let  thy  roving  Wonder  loofe 
O'er  all  th'  Empyreal  Plains. 
Neon  Hands  Eternal  here  :  here  may  thy  Sight 
Drink  in  the  Revs  of  Prh-ogenial  Light ;     r 
Here  breathe  Immortal  Air  : 
Joy  muft  beat  high  in  ev'ry  Vein, 
Pleafui*  thro'  all  thy  Boiom  reign ; 
The  Laws  forbid  the  Stranger,  Pain,, 
And,  banifli  every  Care. 

1  6  IV,  Se* 
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IV. 

See  how  the  bubbling  Springs  of  Love 

Beneath  the  Throne  arife  ; 
The  Streams  in  Cryftal  Channels  move, 
Around  the  golden  Streets  they  rove, 
And  blefs  the  Manfions  of  the  upper  Skies; 
There  a  fair  Grove  of  Knowledge  grows^ 
Nor  Sin  nor  Death  infe&s  the  Fruit  ; 
Young  Life  hangs  frefh  on  all  the  Boughs, 

And  fprings  from  ev'ry  Root ; 
Here  may  thy  greedy  Senfes  feaft 
While  Extafy  and  Health  attends  on  every  Tafte* 

With  the  fair  Profpett  charm'd  I  flood  ; 
Fearlefs  I  feed  on  the  delicious  Fare, 
And  drink  profufe  Salvation  from  the  Silver  Flood;. 
Nor  can  Excefs  be  there. 
V. 
In  facred  Order  rang'd  along 

Saints  new-releas'd  by  Death 
Join  the  bold  Seraph's  warbling  Breath, 

And  aid  th'  Immortal  Song. 
Each  has  a  Voice  that  tunes  his  Strings 
To  mighty  Sounds,  and  mighty  Things,. 

Things  of  everlafting  Weight, 
Sounds,  like  the  fofter  Viol,  fweet, 
And,  like  the  Trumpet,  ftrong. 
Divine  Attention  held  my  Soul, 
I  was  all  Ear  ! 
Thro'  all  my  Powers  the  heavenly  Accents  roll, 

I  long'd  and  wifh'd.  myBRADBURT  there  ; 
"  Could  he  but  hear  thefe  Notes,  I  faid, 
M  His  tuneful  Soul  wou'd  never  bear 

"  The 
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*  The  dull  unwinding  of  Life's  tedious  Thread, 

"  But  burft  the  vital  Chords  to  reach  the  happy  Dead,. 
VI. 

And  now  my  Tongue  prepares  to  join- 
The  Harmony,  and  with  a  noble  Aim 

Attempts  th'  unutterable  Name, 
But  faints,  confounded  by  the  Notes  Divine  ; 
Again  my  Soul  th'  unequal  Honour  fought, 

Again  her  utmoft  Force  fhe  brought, 
And  bow'd  beneath  the  Burden  of  th'  unweildy  Thought; 

Thrice  I  e/Tay'd,  and  fainted  thrice  ; 
Th'  Immortal  Labour  firain'd  my  feeble  Frame, 
Broke  the  bright  Vifion,  and  diffolv'd  the  Dream; 

I  funk  at  once  and  loft  the  Skies : 

In  vain  I  fought  the  Scenes  of  Light 

Rolling  abroad  my  longing  Eyes, 
For  all  around  'em  flood  my  Curtains  and  the  Night. 

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

Strifit  Religion  very  rare. 

I. 

I'M  borne  aloft,  and  leave  ,he  Crowd, 
I  fail  upon  a  Morning  C      i 
Skirted  with  dawning  G 
Mine  Eyes  beneath  the  or:  lii  g  Day 
Command  the  Globe  with  wi8£  Survey, 
Where  Ants  in  bafy  Millions  play, 
And  tug  and  heave  the  Mould. 
II 

*  Are  thefe  the  Things  ( my  Paffion  cry'd ) 

*  That  we  call  Men  ?  Are  thefe  ally'd 

i  "  Ta 
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"  To  the  fair  Worlds  of  Light  ? 
"  They  have  rasM  out  their  Maker's  Name, 
iC  Grav'n  on  their  Minds  with  pointed  Flame 
"  In  Strokes  divinely  bright.     ■ 
III. 
"  Wretches!  they  hate  their  native  Skies  * 
u  If  an  Ethereal  Thought  arife, 
*'  Or  Spark  of .  Virtue  mine, 
u  With  cruel  Force  they  damp  its  Plumes, 
H  Choke  the  young  Fire  with  fenfual  Fumes, 

"  With  Bufmefs,  Lull,  or  Wine. 
IV. 
w  Lo  !  fhow  they  throng  with  panting  Breath 

**  The  broad  descending  Road 
"  That  leads  unerring  down  to  Death,, 

«'  Nor  mifs  the  dark  Abode. 
Thus  while  I  drop  a  Tear  or  two 
On  the  wild  Herd,,  a  noble  few 
Dare  to  Mray  upward,  and  purfue.- 

Th'  unbeaten  Way  to  Go  d. 
V. 
I  meet  Myrtillo  mounting  high,, 
I  know  his  candid  Soul  afar  ; 
Here  Dorylus  and  Thyrjis  fly 

Each  like  a  rifmg  Star, 
Charln  I  faw  and  Fidea  there, 
1  faw  them  help  each  other's  Flight,, 

And  blefs  them  as  they  go  ; 
They  foar  beyond  my  lab'ring  Sight, 
And  leave  there  Loads  of  mortal  Care, 

But  not  their  Loye  below.. 

On 
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On  Heav'n,  their  Home,  they  fix  their  Eyes, 

The  Temple  of  their  God: 
With  Morning  Incenfe  up  they  rife 
Sublime,  and  thro'  the  lower  Skies 

Spread  the  Perfumes  abroad. 
VI. 
Acrofs  the  Road  a  Seraph  flew,. 
"  Mark  (faid  he)  that  happy  Pair,. 
"  Marriage  helps  Devotion  there  : 
44  When  kindred  Minds  their  God  purfue* 
"  They  break  with  double  Vigour  thro" 

"  The  dull  incumbent  Air. 
Charm'd  with  the  Pleafure  and  Surprize 

My  Soul  adores  and  tings, 
"  Bled  be  the  Pow'r  that  fprings  their  Flight,. 
"  That  ftreaks  their  Path  with  heavenly  Light, 
"  That  turns  their  Love  to  Sacrifice, 

•'  And  joins  their  Zeal  for  Wings. 


T    O 

Mr.  C  and  S.FLEETWOO ZX 
I. 

FLEE  TWO  O  D-S,  young  generous  Pair, 
Defpife  the  Joys  that  Fools  purfue  j 
Bubbles  are  light  and  brittle  too, 
Born  of  the  Water  and  the  Air. 


Try'd 
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Try'd  by  a  Standard  bold  and  juft 
Honour  and  Gold  and  Paint  and  Dull ; 
How  vile  the  Iaft  is  and  as  vain  the  firft  ? 
Things  that  the  Crowd  call  great  and  brave, 
With  me  how  low  their  Value's  brought  ? 
Titles  and  Names,  and  Life  and  Breath, 
Slaves  to  the  Wind  and  born  for  Death ; 
The  Soul's  the  only  Thing  we  have 
Worth  an  important  Thought. 
II. 
The  Soul !  'tis  of  th'  immortal  kind, 
Nor  form'd  of  Fire,  or  Earth,  or  Wind,  (hind. 

Out-lives  the  mouldring  Corps,  and  leaves  the  Globe  be- 

In  Limbs  of  Clay  tho'  me  appears. 
Array'd  in  rofy  Skin,  and  deck'd  with  Ears  and  Eyes, 

The  Flefh  is  but  the  Soul's  Difguife, 
There's  nothing  in  her  Frame  kin  to  the  Drefs  me  wears : 
From  all  the  Laws  of  Matter  free, 
From  all  we  feel,  and  all  we  fee, 
She  {lands  eternally  diitintt,  and  mull  for  ever  bc» 
III. 
Rife  then,  my  Thoughts,  on  high. 
Soar  beyond  all  that's  made  to  die  ; 
Lo  !  on  an  awful  Throne 
Sits  tjie  Creator  and  the  Judge  of  Souls, 
Whirling  the  Planets  round  the  Poles, 
Winds  off  our  Threads  of  Life,  and  brings  our  Periods  on, 
Swift  the  Approach,  and  folemn  is  the  Day, 
When  this  immortal  Mind 
Stript  of  the  Body's  coarfe  Array 
To  endlefs  Pain,  or  endlefs  Joy 
Mult  be  at  once  confign'd. 

IV.  Think 
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IV. 

Think  of  the  Sands  run  down  to  wafte, 
We  poffefs  none  of  all  the  Pair,, 
None  but  the  Prefent  is  our  own  ; 
Grace  is  not  piac'd  within  our  Power, 
'Tis  but  one  fliort,  one  mining  Hbur, 
Bright  and  declining  as  a  fetting  Sun, 

See  the  white  Minutes  wing'd  with  hafte  | 
The  NOW  that  files  may  be  the  lad  ; 
Seize  the  Salvation  e'er  'tis  pair, 

Nor  mourn  the  Bleffing  gone  : 
A  Thought's  Delay  is  Ruin  here, 
A  clofing  Eye,  a  gafping  Breath 
Shuts  up  the  golden  Scene  in  Death, 

And  drowns  you  in  Defpair. 


T   O 

WILLIAM  BLACKBOURN,  E% 

Caftmlr.  Lib.  II.  Od.  2.  imitated, 

Qu<&  teglt  canas  modo  Bruma  valks,  &c* 

I. 

MARK  how  it  fnows !  how  faft  the  Valley  fills  ! 
And  the  fweet  Groves  the  hoary  Garment  wear ; 
Yet  the  warm  Sun-beams  bounding  from  the  Hills 
Shall  melt  the  Vail  away,  and  the  young  Green  appear. 

II.  But 
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But  when  old  Age  has  on  your  Temples  fned 
Her  Silver-Fro  ft,  there's  no  re  Jonj 

Swift  flies  our  Autumn,  fwift  our  Summer's  fled, 

nth,  and  Love,   and  Spring,   and  golden  Joys 
are  gone. 

IIL 
Then  Cold,  and  Winter,  and  your  aged  Snow, 

.  raft  upon  you ;  not  the  rich  Ar. 
Not  the  Green  Garland,  nor  the  rofy  Bough 
Shall  cancel  or  conceal  the  melancholy  Grey. 

IV. 
The  Chafe  of  Pleafures  is  not  worth  the  Pains, 

t3e  the  bright  Sands  of  Health  run  waiiing  down  ; 
And  Honour  calls  you  from  the  ibfter  Scenes, 
To  fell  the  gaudy  Hour  for  Ages  of  Renown. 

V. 
*Tis  but  one  Youth,  and  fhort,  that  Mortals  have, 
And  one  old  Age  diflblves  our  feeble  Frame  ; 
But  there's  a  heavenly  Art  t'elnde  the  grave, 
And  with  the  Hero-Race  Immortal  Kindred  claim._ 

VI. 
The  Man  that  has  his  Country's  facred  Tears 
Bedewing  his  cold  Hearfe,  has  livd  his  Diy : 
Thus,  BLAC  KB  OUR  X,  we  ihould  leave  our  N 

•  our  Heirs ; 
Old  Time  and  waning  Moons  fweep  all  the  reft  away. 

7n* 
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True  Monay.  6jr, 

I. 

TH  E  rifing  Year  beheld  th1  imperious  C 
imbed  Towns 

Grouch'd  to  the  Yietcr  :   but  a  fieady  Seal 
Stands  from  on  its  own  Bate,  and  reigns  as  wide, 
vays  ten  thotrfand  claves, 
and  wild  Fancies  with  a  sovereign  Hand, 

We  are  a  little  Kingdom  ;  bur  :he  Man. 
That  chains  his  Rebel  Will  to  Reason's  Tnrcne, 
Forms  it  2  large  one,  whiht  his  Royal  hlied 
Makes  Heaven  its  Council,  from  :ne  Rolls  above 
Draws  his  own  Statutes,  and  with  Joy  obeys. 

*Tis  not  a  Troop  of  well-appointed  Glares 
Create  a  Monarch,  not  a  purple  Robe 

Dy'd  in  ti.e  People's  Blood  net  all  :ne  Crowns 
Or  dazling  Tiars  that  bend  about  the  Heed, 

Tho'  gilt  with  Sun-beams  and  fet  round  with  Stars. 
A  Monarch  He  that  conquers  all  his  Fears, 
And  treed:  upon  them  ;  when  he  Bands  alone, 
Makes  his  own  Camp  ;  four  Guardian  Virtues  wait 
His  nightly  Slumbers,  and  lecure  his  Dreams, 
Now  dawns  the  Light  j  he  ranges  al  lights 

En  (quare  Battalions,  bold  to  mee:  :1a'  Attacks 
Of  Time  and  Chance,   henielf  a  num'rous  He 
Ail  Eye,  all  Far,  all  wakeful  es  tne  Day, 
Firm  as  a  Rock,  and  movelefs  as  the  Cen 

1 
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In  vain  the  Harlot,  Pleafure,  fpreads  her  Charms, 
To  lull  his  Thoughts  in  Luxury's  fair  Lap, 
To  fenfual  Eafe,  (the  Bane  of  little  Kings, 
Monarchs  whofe  waxen  Images  of  Souls 
Are  moulded  into  Softnefi)  frill  his  Mind 
Wears  its  own  Shape,  nor  can  the  heavenly  Form 
Stoop  to  be  model'd  by  the  wild  Decrees 
Of  the  mad  Vulgar,  that  unthinking  Herd. 

He  lives  above  the  Crowd,  nor  hears  the  No  Fie 
Cf  Wars  and  Triumphs,  nor  regards  the  Shouts 
Of  popular  Applaufe,  that  empty  Sound  ; 
Nor  feels  the  flying  Arrows  of  Reproach, 
Or  Spite  ox  Envy.     In  himfelf  fecure, 
Wifdom  his  Tower,  and  Confidence  is  his  Shield/ 
His  Peace  ail  inward,  and  his  joys  his  own. 

Now  my  Ambition  fwelis,  my  Wifhes  foar, 
This  be  my  Kingdom  :  fit  above  the  Globe 
My  rifmg  Soul,  and  drefs  thy  felf  around 
And  mine  in  Virtue's  Armour,  climb  the  Height 
Of  WifdonTs  lofty  Caftle,  there  refide 
Safe  from  the  fmiling  and  the  frowning  World. 

Yet  once  a  Day  drop  down  a  gentle  Look 
On  the  great  Mole-hill,  and  with  pitying  Eye 
Survey  the  bufy  Emmets  round  the  Heap, 
Crouding  and  buttling  in  a  thoufand  Forms 
Of  Strife  and  Toil,  to  purchafe  Wealth  and  Fame, 
A  Bubble  or  a  Dull :  Then  call  thy  Thoughts 
Up  to  thy  felf  to  feed  on  Joys  unknown > 
Rich  without  Gold,  and  Great  without  Renown. 
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True  Courage. 

HONOUR  demands  my  Song.    Forget  the  Ground* 
My  generous  Mufe,  and  fit  amongfl  the  Stars ! 
There  fing  the  Soul,  that,  confeious  of  her  Birth, 
Lives  like  a  Native  of  the  vital  World, 
Amongfl  thefe  dying  Clods,  and  bears  her  State 
Juft  to  her  felf :  how  nobly  me  maintains 
Her  Character,  fuperior  to  the  Flefh, 
She  wields  her  Paflions  like  her  Limbs,  and  knows 
The  brutal  Powers  were  only  born  t'  obey. 

This  is  the  Man  whom  Storms  could  never  make 
Meanly  complain  ;  nor  can  a  flattering  Gale 
Make  him  talk  proudly :  he  hath  no  Defire 
To  read  his  fecret  Fate ;  yet  unconcern'd 
And  calm  could  meet  his  unborn  Deftiny, 
In  all  its  charming,  or  its  frightful  Shapes. 

He  that  unfhrinking,  and  without  a  Groan, 
Bears  the  firil  Wound,  may  iinifh  all  the  War 
With  meer  courageous  Silence,  and  come  off 
Conqueror :  for  the  Man  that  well  conceals 
The  heavy  Strokes  of  Fate,  he  bears  'em  well. 

He,  tho'  th'  Atlantic  and  the  Midland  Seas 
With  adverfe  Surges  meet,  and  rife  on  high 
Sufpended  'twixt  the  Winds,  then  ruih  amain 

Mingled 
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Mingled  with  Flames,  upon  his  fir.gle  Head, 

And  Clouds,  and  Stars,  and  Thunder,  firm  he  Hands, 

Secure  of  his  beft  Life  ;  unhurt,  unmov'd  ; 

And  drops  his  lower  Nature,  born  for  Death. 

Then  from  the  lofty  Caille  of  his  Mind 

Sublime  looks  down,  exulting,  and  furveys 

The  Ruins  of  Creation  ;   f  Souls  alone 

Are  Heirs  of  dying  Worlds  ;)  a  piercing  Glance 

Shoots  upwards  from  between  his  clofing  Lids, 

To  reach  his  Birth-place,  and  without  a  Sigh 

He  bids  his  batter' d  Flefti  lie  gently  down 

Amongit  its  native  Rubbifh  ;  whilll:  the  Spirit 

Breathes  and  flies  upward,  an  undoubted  Gueft 

Of  the  third  Heaven,  th'  unruinable  Sky. 

Thither,  when  Fate  has  brought  our  willing  Souls, 
No  matter  whether  'twas  a  fharp  Difeafe, 
Or  a  fharp  Sword,  that  help'd  the  Travellers  on, 
And  pufh'd  us  to  our  Home.     Bear  up,  my  Friend, 
Serenely,  and  break  thro'  the  ftormy  Brine 
With  fteddy  Prow;   know,  we  mall  once  arrive 
At  the  fair  Haven  of  eternal  Blils. 
To  which  we  ever  fleer  ;  whether  as  Kings 
Of  wide  Command  we've  fpread  the  fpacious  Sea 
With  a  broad  painted  Fleet,  or  row'd  along 
In  a  thin  Cock-boat  with  a  little  Oar. 

There  let  my  native  Plank  fhift  me  to  Land 
And  Til  be  happy  :  Thus  I'll  leap  afhore 
Joyful  and  feariefs  on  th'  Immortal  Coaft, 
Since  all  I  leave  is  mortal,  and  it  muft  be  loft. 

To 
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To  the  much  Honoured 

Mi.THO  M  AS  ROWE, 

The  Director  of  my  Youthful  Studies. 
Free  Pbilofophy. 

I. 

CUSTOM,  that  Tyrannefs  of  Fook, 
That  leads  the  Learned  round  the  School?, 
In  Magic  Chains  of  Forms  and  Rules ! 

My  Genius  ftorms  her  Throne  : 
No  more,  ye  Slaves,   with  Awe  profound 
Beat  the  dull  Track,  nor  dance  the  Round  ; 
Loofe  Hands,  and  quit  th'  inchanted  Ground ; 

Knowledge  invites  us  each  alone. 
II. 
I  hate  thefe  Shackles  of  the  Mind 

Forg'd  by  the  haughty  Wife  ; 
Souls  were  not  born  to  be  conrnfd, 
And  led,  like  Sampfo",  biind  and  bound  j 
But  when  his  native  Strength  he  found 

He  well  aveng'd  his  Eyes. 
I  love  thy  gentle  Influence,   R  O  WE> 
Thy  gentle  Influence  like  the  Sun, 
Only  diflblves  the  frozen  snow, 
Then  bids  our  Thoughts  like  Rivers  flow, 
And  chufe  the  Channels  where  they  run. 

z  III. 


i72         LTRIC  POEMS,    Book  II. 
ill. 

Thoughts  fhould  be  free  as  Fire  or  Winds 
The  Pinions  of  a  fingle  Mind 

Will  thro'  all  Nature  fly  : 
But  who  can  drag  up  to  the  Poles 
Long  fettef'd  Ranks  of  Leaden  Souls  ? 
A  Genius  which  no  Chain  controuls 
Roves  with  Delight,  or  deep,  or  high  ; 
Swift  I  furvey  the  Globe  around, 
Dive  to  the  Centre  thro'  the  folid  Ground, 

Or  travel  o'er  the  Sky. 

To  the  Reverend 

Mr.  BEN  ON  I  R  0  JV  E. 

"the  Way  of  the  Multitude. 

I. 

RO  WE,  if  we  make  the  Crowd  our  Guide 
Thro'  Life's  uncertain  Road, 
Mean  is  the  Chafe ;  and  wandering  wide 

We  mifs  th*  immortal  Good  ; 
Yet  if  my  Thoughts  could  be  confin'd 
To  follow  any  Leader- Mind, 
I'd  mark  thy  Steps,  and  tread  the  fame  a 
Dreft  in  thy  Notions  I'd  appear 
Not  like  a  Soul  of  mortal  Frame, 
Nor  with  a  vulgar  Air. 

JL  Met* 
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II. 

Men  live  at  Random  and  by  Chance, 

Bright  Reafon  never  leads  the  Dance  ; 
Whilft  ia  the  broad  and  beaten  Way 

O'er  Dales  and  Hills  from  Truth  we  itray, 
To  Ruin  we  defcend,  to  Ruin  we  advance. 

Wifdom  retires ;  lhe  hates  the  Crowd. 
And  with  a  decent  Scorn 
Aloof  flie  climbs  her  fleepy  Seat, 
Where  nor  the  grave  nor  giddy  Feet, 
•Of  the  learn'd  Vulgar  or  the  Rude, 

Have  e'er  a  PafTage  worn. 

III. 

Meer  Hazard  firft  began  the  Track, 
Where  Cuitom  leads  her  Thoufands  blind 

In  willing  Chains  and  ftrong  ; 
There's  fcarce  one  bold,  one  noble  Mind, 
Dares  tread  the  fatal  Error  back ; 
But  Hand  in  Hand  our  felves  we  bind 

And  drag  the  Age  along. 

IV. 
Mortals,  a  favage  Herd,  and  loud 
As  Billows  on  a  noify  Flood 

In  rapid  Order  roll : 
Example  makes  the  Mifchief  good  : 
With  jocund  Heel  we  beat  the  Road, 

Unheedful  of  the  Goal. 
Me  let  *  It  bur  id's  friendly  Wing 
Snatch  from  the  Crowd,  and  bear  fublime 

*  Ithuriel  is  the  Name  cf  an  Angel  in  Milton's  Paradife  loft. 

K  To 
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To  Wifdom's  lofty  Tower, 
Thence  to  furvey  that  wretched  Thing, 
Mankind  ;  and  in  exalted  Rhime 

Blefs  the  delivering  Power. 

To  the  Reverend 

Mr.  JOHN  HOWE* 

1704, 
I. 

GREAT  Man,  permit  the  Mufe  to  climb 
And  feat  her  at  thy  Feet, 
Bid  her  attempt  a  Thought  fublime, 

And  confecrate  her  Wit. 
I  feel,  I  feel  th'  attractive  Force 

Of  thy  fuperior  Soul  : 
My  Chariot  flies  her  upward  Courfe, 

The  Wheels  divinely  roll. 
2\ow  let  me  chide  the  mean  Affairs 

And  mighty  Toil  of  Men  : 
How  they  grow  grey  in  trifling  Cares, 
Or  wafle  the  Motions  of  the  Spheres 
Upon  Delights  as  vain  ! 

it 
A  ?^  of  Honour  fills  the  Mind, 
And  yellow  Dult  is  folid  Good  ; 
Thus  like  the  Afs  of  favage  Kind, 
We  muff  the  Breezes  of  the  Wind, 
Or  ileal  die  Serpent's  Food. 

Could 
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Could  all  the  Choirs 
That  charm  the  Poles 

But  ftrike  one  doleful  Sound, 
"Tvvould  be  ernploy'd  to  mourn  our  Souls, 
Souls  that  were  fram'd  of  fprightly  Fires 

In  Floods  of  Folly  drown'd. 
Souls  made  of  Glory  leek  a  Brutal  Joy  ; 

How  they  difclaim  their  heavenly  Birth, 
Melt  their  bright  Subftance  down  with  drolTy  Earth, 
And  hate  to  be  refin'd  from  that  impure  Alloy. 

III. 
Oft  has  thy  Genius  rous'd  us  hence 

With  elevated  Song, 
Bid  us  renounce  this  World  of  Senfe, 
Bid  us  divide  th'  Immortal  Prize 

With  the  Seraphic  Throng  : 
u  Knowledge  and  Love  makes  Spirits  blefl, 
"  Knowledge  their  Food,  and  Love  their  Reft. ; 
But  Flefli,  th'  unmanageable  Beaft, 
Refills  the  Pity  of  thine  Eyes, 

And  Mafic  of  thy  Tongue. 
Then  let  the  Worms  of  groveling  Mind 
Round  the  ftiort  Joys  of  earthy  Kind 

In  reftlefs  Windings  roam  ; 
HO  WE  hath  an  ample  Orb  of  Soul, 
Where  mining  V",  orlds  of  Knowledge  roll, 
Where  Love  the  Centre  and  the  Pole 

Ccmpleats  the  Heaven  at  home. 


k  2  m 
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'The  Difappointment  and  Relief. 


VERT  U  E,  permit  my  Fancy  to  impofe 
Upon  my  better  Bpw'rs  : 
She  calls  fvveet  Fallacies  on  half  our  Woes, 

And  gilds  the  gloomy  Hours. 
How  could  we  bear  this  tedious  Round 
Of  waning  Moons,  and  rolling  Years, 
Of  flaming  Hopes,  and  chilling  Fears, 
If  (where  no  fovereign  Cure  appears) 
No  Opiates  could  be  found. 
II. 
Love,  the  moll  cordial  Stream  that  flows, 
Is  a  deceitful  Good  : 
Young  Doris  who  nor  Guilt  ncr  Danger  knows, 

On  the  green  Margin  flood, 
Pleas'd  with  the  golden  Bubbles  as  they  rofe, 
And  with  more  golden  Sands  her  Fancy  pav'd  the  Flood  : 
Then  fond  to  be  entirely  bleft, 
And  tempted  by  a  faithlefs  Youth, 
As  void  of  Goodnefs  as  of  Truth, 
She  plunges  in  with  heedlefs  Halle, 

And  rears  the  nether  Mud  : 
Darknefs  and  naufeous  Dregs  arife 
O'er  thy  fair  Current,  Love,  with  large  Supplies 
Of  Pain  to  teize  the  Heart,  and  Sorrow  for  the  Eyes, 
The  golden  Bliis  that  charm'd  her  Sight 

Is 
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Is  dauYd,  and  drown'd,  and  loic  : 
A  Spark,  or  glimmering  Streak  at  mod, 
Shines  here  and  mere,  amidil  the  Night, 
Amidil:  the  turbid  Waves,  and  gives  ?  faint  Delight,. 
III. 
Recover'd  from  the  fad  Surprize, 

Doris  awakes  at  lafi, 
Grown  by  the  Difappointment  wife  j 
And  manages  with  Art  th'  unlucky.  Cait  , 
When  the  lowring  Frown  the  fpies 
On  her  haughty  Tyrant's  Brow, 
With  humble  Love  (he  meets  his  wrathful  Ey^. 

And  makes  her  Sovereign  Beauty  bow  ; 
Chearful  (he  fmiles  upon  her  grizly  Form  ; 
So  flunes  the  fetting  Sun  on  adverfe  Skies, 

And  paints  a  Rainbow  on  the  Storm. 
Anon  me  lets  the  fallen  Humour  fpend, 
And  with  a  vertuous  Book,  or  Friend, 

Beguiles  th'  uneafy  Hours : 
Well -colouring  every  Crofs  fhe  meets, 
With  Heart  ferene  (he  fleeps  and  eats, 
She  fpreads  her  Board  with  fancy'd  Sweets, 
And  ftrows  her  Bed  with  Flow'rs. 

The  Hero's  School  of  Morality. 

I, 

CT^i-1  E  R  G  N,  amongH  his  Travels,  found, 
■^    A  broken  Statue  on  the  Ground  ; 
And  iearching  onward,  as  he  went 
He  trac'd  a  ruhYd  Monument. 

K  3  Mould, 
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Mould,  Mofs,  and  Shades  had  overgrown 
The  Sculpture  of  the  crumbling  Stone, 
Yet,  e'er  he  pan,  with  much  ado, 
He  guefs'd,  and  fpeli'd  out,  Sci-pi-o. 

"  Enough,  he  cry'd  ;  Pil  drudge  no  more 
**  In  tuning  the  dull  Stoics  o*er  : 
**  Let  Pedants  wafle  their  Hours  of  Eafe 
*f   To  (weat  all  Night  at  Socrates  ; 
4i  And  feed  their  Boys  with  Notes  and  Rules, 
4r  Thoie  tedious  Recipe*  i  of  Schools, 
"  To  cure  Ambition :   I  can  learn 
°  With  greater  Eafe  the  great  Concern 
"  Of  Mortals  ;  how  we  may  defpife 
*'  All  the  gay  Things  below  the  Skies. 

c<  Methinks  a  mouldring  Pyramid 

"  Says  all  that  the  old  Sages  laid ; 

"  For  me  thefe  fliatter'd  Tombs  contain 

*:'   More  M orals  than  the  Vatican. 

V  The  Duft  of  Heroes  caft  abroad, 

"  And  kick'd,  and  trampled  in  the  Road, 

'•'  The  Relicks  of  a  lofty  Mind,  J 

"  That  lately  Wars  and  Crowns  deilgn'd,  > 

*<  Toft  for  a  Jefl  from  Wind  to  Wind,  3 

"  Bid  me  be  humble,  and  forbear  ~) 

"  Tall  Monuments  of  Fame  to  rear,  > 

u  They  are  but  Caftles  in  the  Air  J 

u  The  tow'ring  Heights,  and  frightful  Falls, 

iC  The  ruin'd  Heaps,  and  Funerals, 

"  Of  fmoaking  Kingdoms  and  their  Kings, 

"  Tell  me  a  thoufand  mournful  Things 

"  In 
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In  melancholy  Silence. 


iC  That  living  could  not  bear  to  fee 

"  An  Equal,  now  lies  torn  and  dead  ; 

(i  Here  his  pale  Trunk,  and  there  his  Head  ; 

"  Great  Ponrpey  !  while  I  meditate, 

"  With  folemn  Horror,  thy  fad  Fate, 

**  Thy  Carcafs,  leaner' d  on  the  Shore 

"  Without  a  Name,  inftructs  no  more 

"  Than  my  whole  Library  before. 

"  Lie  ftill,  my  Plutarch,  then,  and  ftu p. 

u  And  my  good  Seneca  may  keep 

iC  Your  Volumes  clos'd  for  ever  too, 

f<  I  have  no  further  Ufe  for  you  : 

<c  For  when  I  feel  my  Virtue  fail, 

"  And  my  ambitious  Thoughts  prevail, 

"  I'll  take  a  Turn  among  the  Tombs, 

(<  And  fee  whereto  all  Glory  comes : 

M  There  the  yile  Foot  of  every  Clown 

"  Tramples  the  Sons  of  Honour  down. 

u  Beggars  with  awful  Ames  fport, 

"  And  tread  the  C&fars  in  the  Dirt. 


Freedom. 

i697, 
I. 

TEMPT  me  no  more.  My  Soul  can  ne'er  comport 
With  the  gay  Slaveries  of  a  Court ; 
I've  an  Averfion  to  thofe  Charms, 
And  hug  dear  Liberty  in  both  mine  Arms, 

K  4  Gc> 
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Go,  Vaffal-Souls,  go,  cringe  and  wait, 
And  dance  Attendance  at  Honcric's  Gate, 
Then  run  in  Troops  before  him  to  compofe  his  State  ; 
Move  as  he  moves :  and  when  he  loiters,  Hand ; 
You're  but  the  Shadows  of  a  Man. 
Bend  when  he  {peaks  ;  and  kifs  the  Ground  : 
Go,  catch  th'  Impertinence  of  Sound  : 
.    Adore  the  Follies  of  the  Great; 
Wait  till  he  fmiles :  But  lo,  the  Idol  frowrAi 
And  drove  them  to  their  Fate. 
II. 
Thus  bafe-born  Minds :  but  as  for  Me, 
I  can  and  will  be  free  : 
ike  a  ftrong  Mountain,  or  fome  ftately  Tree> 
My  Soul  grows  firm  upright, 
/  r.d  as  I  ftand,  and  as  I  go, 
It  keeps  my  Body  (o  ; 

No,  I  can  never  part  with  my  Creation  Right, 
Let  Slaves  and  Afles  (loop  and  bow, 
I  cannot  make  this  Iron  Knee 
3tnd  to  a  meaner  Power  than  that  which  formed  it  free. 

III. 

Thus  my  bold  Harp  profufely  piay'd 
¥iftddrital\  then  on  a  branchy  Shade 
I  hung  my  Harp  aloft,  my  felf  beneath  it  laid. 

Nature  that  L'ilen'd  to  my  Strain, 
Refunvd  the  Theme,  and  adted  it  again. 

Sudden  rofe  a  whirling  Wind 

Swelling  like  Honorzo  proud, 

Around  the  Straws  and  Feathers  crowd, 
Types  of  a  flavim  Mind  .; 

Upwards 
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Upwards  the  ilormy  Forces  rife, 

The  Dult  flies  up  and  climbs  the  Skies, 
And  as  the  Temper!  fell  th'  obedient  Vapours  funk : 
Again  it  roars  with  bellowing  Sound, 

The  meaner  Plants  that  grew  around, 
The  Willow,  and  the  Afp,  trembled  andkifs'd  the  Ground  r 

Hard  by  there  flood  the  Iron  Trunk 
Of  an  old  Oak,  and  all  the  Storm  defy'd  ; 

In  vain  the  Winds  their  Forces  try'd, 

In  vain  they  roar'd  ;  the  Iron  Oak 
Bow'd  only  to  the  heavenly  Thunder's  Stroke. 

On  Mr.  LOCK  E 9s  Annotations  upon  fever al 
Farts  of  the.  New  Testament,  left  be- 
hind him  at  his  Death. 

L 

rH  U  S  Reafon  learns  by  flow  Degrees, 
What  Faith  reveals ;   but  Hill  complain* 
Of  Intellectual  Pains, 

And  Darknefs  from  the  too  exuberant  Light, 
The  Blaze  of  thofc  blight  Myfteries 
Pour'd  all  at  once  on  Nature's  Eyes 
Offeiad  and  cloud  her  feeble  Sight. 

II. 
Reafon  could  fcarce  fuftain  to  fee 
Th*  Almighty  One,  th'  Eternal  Three, 
Or  bear  the  Infant  Deity  ; 

K  5  Scartii 
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Scarce  could  her  Pride  defcend  to  own 
Her  Maker  (looping  from  his  Throne, 
And  dreft  in  Glories  fo  unknown. 
A  ranfom'd  World,  a  bleeding  God, 
And  Heav'n  appeas'd  with  flowing  Blood, 
Were  Themes  too  painful  to  be  underftood. 
III. 
Faith,  thou  bright  Cherub,  fpeak,  and  fey 
Did  ever  Mind  of  mortal  Race 
Colt  thee  more  Toil,  or  larger  Grace, 
To  melt  and  bend  it  to  obey. 
5Twas  hard  to  make  fo  rich  a  Soul  fubmit, 
And  lay  her  (Inning  Honours  at  thy  fovereign  Feet. 
Ilr. 
Sifter  of  Faith,  fair  Charity. 
Sliew  me  the  wondrous  Man  on  high, 
Tell  how  he  fees  the  Godhead  Three  in  One  ; 
The  bright  Conviction  fills  his  Eye, 
His  nobieft  Powers  in  deep  Proftration  lie 
At  the  myiterious  Throne. 
"  Forgive,  he  cries,  ye  Saints  below, 
"  The  wav'ring  and  the  cold  Alfent 
"  I  gave  to  Themes  divinely  true  ; 
u  Can  you  admit  the  BiefTed  to  repent  ? 
<:  Eternal  Darknefs  vail  the  Lines 
"  Of  that  unhappy  Book, 
"  Where  glimmering  Reafon  with  falfe  Luftre  mines, 
"  'Where  the  meer  Mortal  Pen  millook 
"  What  the  Celeftial  meant ! 


See  Mr,  Lccke'i  Annotations  en  Rom.  in.  25.  and  Faraphrafe  en 
R^pii  ix«  5,  which  has  inclined  fame  Headers  U  doubt  whether  he  be* 

Ikied 
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Itemed  the  Deity  and  Satisfaction  of  Christ.  Therefore  in  the  fourth 
Stanza  /  invoke  Charity,  that  by  her  Help  I  may  find  him  out  in  Heaven, 
Jince  his  Notes  on  2  Cor.  v.  ult.  and  feme  other  Places,  give  me  reafin 
to  believe  he  ivas  no  Soc'nian,  tho''  he  has  darkened  the  Glory  of  the 
Gcfpe/,  and  debafed  Cbri/iianity,  in  the  Book  ivbieh  hi  calls  the  Reafona** 
blenefs  of  it,  and  in  fome  of  his  other  Works, 


®    4&    4&    4&    4&   M*   ifc  .  4&    46* •&  .& 


True  Riches. 

I  AM  not  concerned  to  know 
What  To-morrow  Fate  will  do  : 
*Tis  enough  that  I  can  fay, 
I've  poffeft  my  kit  To-day  : 
Then  if  haply  Midnight-Death 
Seize  my  Flefh,  and  flop  my  Breath, 
Yet  To-morrow  I  mail  be 
Heir  to  the  bell  Part  of  Me. 

Glittering  Stones,  and  Golden  TLi no  >   - 
Wealth  and  Honours  that  have  Wings. 
Ever  fluttering  to  be  gone 
I  could  never  call  my  own  : 
Riches  that  the  World  bellows, 
She  can  take,  and  I  can  lofe  ; 
But  the  Treafures  that  are  mine 
Lie  afar  beyond  her  Line. 
When  I  view  my  fpacious  Soul. 
And  furvey  my  felf  a  whole, 
And  enjoy  my  felf  alone, 
I'm  a  Kingdom  of  my  own. 

K  6  IVe 
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I've  a  mighty  Part  within 
That  the  World  hath  never  feen, 
Rich  as  Edens  happy  Ground, 
And  with  choicer  Plenty  crown'd. 
Here  on  all  the  mining  Boughs 
Knowledge  fair  and  ufelefs  grows  ; 
On  the  fame  young  flow'ry  Tree 
All  the  Seafons  you  may  fee  ; 
Notions  in  the  Bloom  of  Light, 
Juft  difclofing  to  the  Sight ; 
Here  are  Thoughts  of  larger  Growth, 
Rip'ning  into  folid  Truth ; 
Fruits  refin'd,  of  noble  Tafte  ; 
Seraphs  feed  on  fuch  Repaft. 
Here  in  a  green  and  fnady  Grove, 
Streams  of  Pleafure  mix  with  Love  :. 
There  beneath  the  fmiling  Skies 
Hills  of  Contemplation  rife  ; 
Now  upon  fome  mining  Top 
Angels  light,  and  call  me  up ; 
1  rejoice  to  raife  my  Feet, 
Both  rejoice  when  there  we  meet 

There  are  endlefs  Eeauties  more 
Earth  hath  no  Refemblance  for ; 
Nothing  like  them  round  the  Pole, 
Nothing  can  defcribe  the  Soul : 
'Tis  a  Region  half  unknown* 
That  has  Treafures  of  its  own, 
More  remote  from  publick  View 

Than  the  Bowels  of  Peru ; 

Broader 
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Broader  'tis,  and  brighter  far, 
Than  the  Golden  Indies  are  ; 
Ships  that  trace  the  watiy  Stage 
Cannot  cqaft  it  in  an  Age  ; 
Harts,  or  Horfes,  ftrong  and  fleet, 
Had  they  Wings,  to  help  their  Feet, 
Could  not  run  it  half  way  o'er 
In  ten  thoufand  Days  and  more, 

Yet  the  filly  wandring  Mind, 
Loth  to  be  too  much  confin'd, 
Roves  and  takes  her  daily  Tours, 
Coafling  round  the  narrow  Shores, 
Narrow  Shores  of  Flelh  and  Senfe, 
Picking  Shells  and  Pebbles  thence  : 
Or  fhe  fits  at  Fancy's  Door, 
Calling  Shapes  and  Shadows  to  her^ 
Foreign  Vifits  Hill  receiving, 
And  t1  her  felf  a  Stranger  living. 
Never,  never  would  fhe  buy 
Indian  Dull,  or  Tynan  Dye* 
Never  trade  abroad  for  more, 
If  fhe  faw  her  native  Store, 
If  her  inward  Worth  were  known 
She  might  ever  live  alone. 

The  Adventurous  Mufe. 
I. 

URANIA  takes  her  Morning  Flight 
With  an  inimitable  Wing : 

1  Thro1 
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Thro'  rifmg  Deluges  of  dawning  Light 

She  cleaves  her  wondrous  Way, 
She  tunes  immortal  Anthems  to  the  growing  Day  ; 
Nor  *  Rapin  gives  her  Rules  to  fly,  nor  f  Puree//  Notes  to 
II.  (fing. 

She  nor  inquires,  nor  knows,  nor  fears 
Where  lie  the  pointed  Rocks,  or  where  th'  ingulphing  Sand, 
Climbing  the  liquid  Mountains  of  the  Skies 
She  meets  defcending  Angels  as  fhe  flies, 
Nor  afks  them  where  their  Country  lies, 

Or  where  the  Sea-marks  ftand. 
Touch' d  with  an  Empyreal  Ray 
She  fprings,  unerring,  upward  to  eternal  Day, 

Spreads  her  white  Sails  aloft,  and  fleers, 
With  bold  and  fife  Attempt,  to  the  Celeflial  Land,- 

III. 
Whilft  little  Skirls  alor.g  the  mortal  Shores 

With  humble  Toil  in  Order  creep, 
Coafting  in  fight  of  one  another's  Oars, 
Nor  venture  thro'  the  boundlefs  Deep. 
Such  low  pretending  Souls  are  they 
Who  dwell  inclos'd  in  folid  Orbs  of  Skull ; 

Plodding  along  their  fober  Way, 
The  Snail  o'ertakes  them  in  their  wildeft  Play, 
While  the  poor  Labourers  fweat  to  be  correctly  dull, 

IV. 
Give.me  the  Chariot  whbfe  diviner  V/heels 
Mark  their  own  Rout,  and  unconfin'd 
Bound  o'er  the  everlafting  Hills, 
And  lofe  the  Clouds  below,  and  leave  the  Stars  behind. 
Give  me  the  Mufe  whofe  generous  Force, 
*  A  French  Critkh  +  An  EpgUfh  Mafter  of  Mufu. 

Iriipa- 
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Impatient  of  the  Reins, 

Purfues  an  unattempted  Courfe, 
Breaks  all  the  Criticks  Iron  Chains, 
And  bears  to  Paradife  the  raptufd  Mind. 
V. 

There  Milton  dwells :  The  Mortal  fung 

Themes  not  prefum'd  my  mortal  Tongue  ; 

New  Terrors,  or  new  Glories,  fhine 
In  every  Page,  and  flying  Scenes  Divine 
Surprize  the  wond'ring  Senfe,  and  draw  our  Souls  along. 

Behold  his  Mufe  fent  out  t'  explore 
The  unapparent  Deep  where  Waves  of  Chaos  roar, 

And  Realms  of  Night  unknown  before. 

She  trac'd  a  glorious  Path  unknown, 
Thro'  Fields  of  heavenly  War]  and  Seraphs  overthrown^ 

Where  his  advent7 rous  Genius  led  : 
Sovereign  fhe  frarn'd  a  Model  of  her  own, 

Nor  thank'd  the  Living  nor  the  Dead. 

o 

The  noble  Hater  of  degenerate  Rhime 

Shook  orT  the  Chains,  and  built  his  Vcrfe  fublime, 

A  Monument  too  high  fcr  coupled  Sounds  to  climb. 

He  mourn'd  the  Garden  loft  below  ; 
{ Earth  is  the  Scene  for  tuneful  Woe ) 

Now  Blifs  beats  high  in  all  his  Veins, 

Now  the  loft  Eden  he  regains. 
Keeps  his  own  Air,  and  triumphs  in  unrival'd  Strains. 

VI. 
Immortal  Bard  !  Thus  thy  own  Raphael  fings, 

And  knows  no  Rule  but  native  Fire  : 
All  Heav'n  fits  filent,  while  to  his  fovereign  Strings 

He  talks  unutterable  Things ; 

With 
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With  graces  infinite  his  untaught  Fingers  rove 
Acrofs  the  golden  Lyre : 
From  every  Note  Devotion  fprings. 
Rapture,  and  Harmony,  and  Love, 
O'erfpread  the  liit'ning  Choir. 


T  O 

Mr.  NICHOLAS  CLARK. 

The  Complaint. 


V  |  v  WAS  in  a  Vale  where  Ofiers  grow 

JL  By  murnVring  Streams  we  told  our  Woe, 

And  mingled  all  our  Cares : 
Friendfhip  fat  pleas'd  in  both  our  Eyes, 
In  both  the  weeping  Dews  arife, 
And  drop  alternate  Tears. 
II 
The  vigorous  Monarch  of  the  Day 
Nov/  mounting  half  his  Morning  Way 

Shone  with  a  fainter  Bright ; 
Still  fickning,  and  decaying  ftiii, 
Dimly  he  wander1  d  up  the  Hill, 
With  his  expiring  Light 
III. 
In  dark  Eclipfe  his  Chariot  rolPd, 
The  Queen  of  Night  obfcur'd  his  Gold 
Behind  her  fable  Wheels ; 

Nature 
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Nature  grew  ;hd  :o  lofe  the  Day, 
The  flow'ry  Vales  in  Mourning  hy, 
In  Mourning  flood  the  Hills. 

IV. 
Such  are  cur  Sorrows,   C  L  AR  K,  I  cn:'d? 
Clouds  of  the  Brain  grow  black,  and  hide 

Cur  dark'ned 
In  the  young  Morning  of  i 
Piltempering  Fogs  have  climb' d  the  Sph<  t 
And  choke  the  laboring  I 
V. 
Lo,  the  gay  Planet  rears  his  Head, 
And  overlooks  the  lofty  SI 

.  Qjnjjj  tl)  the  ! 
.;.\  dear  Partner  of  my  Mean, 
When  will  oar  long  JSclipfe  be  gone, 
Or  when  our  Sans  aiifc  ? 
VI. 
In  vain  are  potent  Herbs  apply- d, 
Harmonious  Sounds  in  vain  have  try'd 

To  make  the  Darknefs  By  : 
But  Drugs  would  raifc  the  Dead  as  foon, 
Or  clattering  Brafi  relieve  the  Moon, 
When  fainting  in  the  Sky. 
VII. 
Some  friendly  Spirit  from  above. 
Born  of  the  Light,  and  nurft  with  Love, 

ift  our  feebler  Fires  j 
Force  thefe  invading  Glooms  away  ; 
Souls  ihould  be  feen  quite  thro1  their  Clay, 
Bright  as  your  heavViy  Choirs, 

VIII."  But 
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Bat  if  the  Fogs  mufl  damp  the  Flame, 
Gently,  kind  Death,  DiiTolve  our  Frame, 

Releafe  the  Prifoncr-Mind  : 
Oar  Souls  mail  mount,  at  thy  Difcharge, 
To  their  bright  Source,   and  mine  at  large 
Nor  clouded,  nor  connVd. 

The  Jffiiflions  of  a  Friend, 


1-jOZt 


NO  W  let  my  Cares  all  bury'd  lie, 
My  Griefs  for  ever  dumb  : 
Your  forrows  fvvell  my  Heart  fo  high, 
They  leave  my  own  no  room. 
II. 
Sicknefs  and  Pains  are  quite  forgot, 

The  Spleen  it  .felf  is  gone ; 
Plung'd  in  your  Woes  I  feel  them  not,  . 
Or  feel  them  all  in  one. 

III. 
Infinite  Grief  puts  Senfe  to  Flight, 

And  all  the  Soul  invades : 
So  the  broad  Gloom  of  fpreading  Night 
Devours  the  Evening  Shades. 
IV. 
Thus  ami  born  to  be  unbleft  ! 

This  Sympathy  of  Woe 
Drives  my  own  Tyrants  from  my  Breafl 
.  T1  admit  a  foreign  Foe. 


V.  Sor- 
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V. 

I  Sorrows  in  lo^g  Succeffion  reign; 

Their  Iron  Rod  I  fee* : 
Ij  Friendfhip  has  only  charged  the  Chain, 
Bat  I'm  the  Prio'ner  ftill, 

VI. 
!  Why  was  this  Life  for  ivTifery  made  ? 

Or  why  drawn  out  fo  long  ? 
Is  there  no  room  amongft  the  dead  ? 
Or  is  a  Wretch  too  young  ? 
VII.. 
Move  fafter  on  great  Nature's  Wheel, 

Be  kind,  ye  rolling  Powers, 
Hurl  my  Days  headlong  down  the  Hill 
With  undiftinguifh'd  Hours. 
VII. 
Be  dufky,  all  my  rifing  Suns, 

Nor  finile  upon  a  Slave  : 
Darknefs,  and  Death,  make  haite  at  once 
To  hide  me  in  the  Grave, 


191 


'Mt$M 


The  Reverfe :  Or,  The  Comforts  of  a  Friend. 

I. 

/TP  H  U  S  Nature  tun'd  her  mournful  Tongue, 

X      Till  Grace  life  up  her  Head, 
Revers'd  the  Sorrow  and  the  Song, 


And  fmiling,  thus  fhe  faid  : 


U.  Were 
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Vvrere  Kindred  Spirits  born  for  Cares  ? 

Muft  every  Grief  be  mine  ? 
Is  there  a  Sympathy  in  Tears, 

Yet  Joys  refufe  to  join  ? 

III. 
Forbid  it,  Heav'n,  and  raife  my  Love, 

And  make  our  Joys  the  fame  : 
So  Blifs  and  Friendfhip  joirfd.  above 

Mix  an  immortal  Flame. 

IV, 
Sorrows  are  loft  in  vaft  Delight 

That  brightens  all  the  SouL 
As  Deluges  of  dawning  Light 

Overwhelm  the  du&y  Pok, 
V. 
Pleafures  in  long  Succeflion  reign, 

And  all  my  Powers  employ ; 
Friendihip  but  fhifts  the  pleafing  Scene, 

And  frelh  repeats  the  Joy. 

VI. 
Life  has  a  foft  and  filver  Thread,  • 

Nor  is  it  drawn  too  long  ; 
Yet- when  my  vailer  Hopes  perfuade, 

I'm  willing  to  be  gone. 

VII. 
Fall  as  ye  pleafe  roll  down  the  Hill, 

And  hafle  away,  my  Years  ; 
Or  I  can  wait  my  Father's  Will, 

And  dwell  beneath  the  Spheres. 


Sacred  to  Virtue,  &c.  i^% 

VIIL 
Rife  glor'ous,  every  future  Sun, 
Gild  all  my  following  Days, 

But  make  the  lail  dear  Moment  known 
By  weU-diilinguiuYd  Rays. 


JWder  '©Sear  *©«©* ' 

To  the  Right  Honourable 

JOHN  Lord  curs. 


At  the  Siege 
of  NatTtttr. 


The  Hardy  Soldier. 

I. 

■"  ^v  WHY   'n  Man  fo  thoughtlefs  grown  ? 

V-/   "  Why  .guilty  Souls  in  haite  to  die  ? 
"  Venfring  the  leap  to  the  Worlds  unknown, 
r  Heedlefs  to  Aims  and  Blood  they  fly. 

II; 

"  Are  Lives  but  worth  a  Soldier's  Pay  ? 
<{  Why  will  ye  join  fuch  wide  Extremes, 
<k  And  flake  Immortal  Souls,  in  play 
"  At  defperate  Chance,  and  bloody  Game*  I 

III. 
"  Valour's  a  nobler  Turn  of  Thought, 
M  WThofe  pardon'd  Guilt  forbids  her  Fears : 
"  Calmly  me  meets  the  deadly  Shot 
"  Secure  of  Life  above  tie  Stars. 


IV.  "  BM 
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"  But  Frenzy  dares  eternal  Fate, 

"  And  fpurr'd  with  Honour's  airy  Dreams, 

<c  Flies  to  attack  th'  infernai  Gate, 

4*  And  force  a  PafTage  to  the  Flames. 

V. 
Thus  hovVing  o'er  NJMURIA's  Plains, 
Sung  heav'nly  Love  in  Gabriel's  Form  ; 
Young  TH RAS  O  left  the  moving  Strains, 
And  vow'd  to  pray  before  the  Storm. 

VI. 
Anon  the  thundering  Trumpet  calls ; 
Fows  are  but  Wind*  the  Hero  cries  ; 
Then  {wears  by  Heav'n,  and  fcales  the  Walls, 
props  in  the  Ditch  defpairs  and  dies. 


wdmmrnmsmmm 


Burning  feveral  Poems  of  Ovic!,  Martial, 

Oldham,  Dryden,  &c. 

1703, 
I. 

I  J  U  D  G  E  the  Mufe  of  lewd  Defire  ; 
Her  Sons  to  Darknefs,  and  her  Works  to  Fire. 
In  vain  the  Flatteries  of  their  Wit 
Now  with  a  melting  Strain,  now  with  an  heavenly  Flight, 

Would  tempt  my  Virtue  to  approve 
Thofe  gaudy  Tinders  of  a  lawlefs  Love^ 

So  Harlots  drefs :  They  can  appear 
Sweet,  modeft,  cool,  divinely  Fair, 

1  To 

I 
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To  charm  a  Card's  Eye  ;  but  all  within, 
Stench,  Impudence  and  Fire,  and  ugly  raging  Sin. 
II. 

Die,  Flora,  die  in  endlefs  Shame, 

Thou  Proftitute  of  blackeft  Fame, 
Stript  of  thy  falfe  Array. 

Ovid,  and  all  ye  wilder  Pens 

Of  modern  Lull,  who  gild  our  Scenes, 
Poifon  the  Britifo  Scage,  and  paint  Damnation  gay, 

Attend  your  Miilrefs  to  the  dead  ; 
When  Flora  dies,  her  Imps  mould  wait  upon  her  Shade. 
III. 

*  Strrpbon,  of  noble  Blood  and  Mind, 
( For  ever  mine  his  Name  ! ) 

As  Death  approach'd,  his  Soul  refin'd, 
And  gave  his  loofer  Sonnets  to  the  Flame. 

"  Burn,   bum,  he  cry'd  with  facred  Rage, 

"  Hell  is  the  Due  of  every  Page,  m 
"  Hell  be  the  Fate.    ( But  O  indulgent  Heaven  ! 
"  So  vile  the  Mufe,  and  yet  the  Man  forgiv'n  !) 
"  Bum  on  my  Songs :  For  not  the  Silver  Thames 

"  Nor  Tyber  with  his  yellow  Streams 
"  In  endlefs  Currents  rolling  to  the  Main, 
"  Can  e'er  dilute  the  Poifon,  or  warn  out  the  Stain. 

So  Mofes  by  Divine  Command 

Forbid  the  leprous  Houfe  to  Hand 

When  deep  the  fatal  Spot  was  grown. 
Break  donxn  the  Timber,  and  dig  up  the  Stone. 

*  Earl  of  Rochefter. 


TO 
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T  O 

Mrs.  B.  BENDISH. 

Agaivft  "Tears. 

1699-. 
I. 

MADAM,  perfuade  me  Tears  are  good 
To  wafh  our  Mortal  Cares  away  ; 
Thefe  Eyes  mall  weep  a  fudden  Flood, 
And  ftream  into  a  briny  Sea. 

II. 
Or  if  thefe  Orbs  are  hard  and  dry, 
(  Thefe  Orbs  that  never  ufe  to  rain ) 
Some  Star  direct  me  where  to  buy 
One  fovereign  Drop  for  all  my  Pain. 

III. 
Were  both  the  golden  Indies  mine, 
I'd  give  both  Indies  for  a  Tear  : 
Td  barter  all  but  what's  divine  : 
Nor  fhall  I  think  the  Bargain  dear. 

IV. 
Bat  Tears,  alas !  are  trifling  Things, 
They  rather  feed  than  heal  our  Woe ; 
From  trickling  Eyes  new  Sorrow  fprings, 
As  Weeds  in  rainy  Seafons  grow. 

V. 
Thus  Weeping  urges  Weeping  on  ; 
In  vain  our  Miferies  hope  Relief, 

For 
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For  one  Drop  calls  another  down, 
Till  we  are  drown' d  in  Seas  of  Grief, 

VI. 
Then  let  thefe  uielefs  Streams  be  {laid, 
Wear  native  courage  on  your  Face  : 
Thefe  vulgar  Things  were  never  made 
For  Souls  of  a  fuperior  Race. 

VII. 
If  'tis  a  rugged  Path  you  go, 
And  thoufand  Foes  your  Steps  furround, 
Tread  the  Thorns  down,  charge  thro'  the  Foe  : 
The  hardeft  Fight  is  higheft  crown'd. 


Few  Happy  Matches, 

dug,  1 701, 

I. 

SA  Y,  mighty  Love,  and  teach  my  Song, 
To  whom  my  fweeteft  joys  belong, 
And  who  the  Happy  Pairs 
Whofe  yielding  Hearts,  and  joining  Hand?, 
Find  Blefnngs  tvvifted  with  their  Bands, 
To  foften  all  their  Cares. 

JI. 
Not  the  wild  Herd  of  Nymphs  and  Swains 
That  thoughtlefs  fly  into  the  Chains, 

As  Cuftom  leads  the  Way : 
If  there  be  Blifs  without  Defign, 
Ivies  and  Oaks  may  grow  and  twine, 
And  be  as  bleil  as  they, 

L  III 
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III. 

Not  fordid  Souls  of  earthy  Mould 

Who  drawn  by  Kindred  Charms  of  Gold 

To  dull  Embraces  move  : 
So  two  rich  Mountains  of  Peru 
May  rufh  to  wealthy  Marriage  too, 

And  make  a  World  of  Lcve. 
IV. 
Not  the  mad  Tribe  that  Hell  infpires 
With  wanton  Flames ;  thofe  raging  Fires 

The  purer  Biifs  dellroy  ; 
On  JEtnas  Top  let  Furies  wed, 
And  c  heets  of  Lightning  drefs  the  Bed 

T  improve  the  burning  Joy. 
V. 
Nor  the  dull  Pairs  whofe  marble  Forms 
None  of  the  melting  Paflions  warms, 

Can  mingle  Hearts  and  Hands  : 
Logs  of  green  Wood  that  quench  the  Coals 
Are  marry' d  jull  like  Stoic  Souls, 

With  Ofiers  for  their  Bands. 
VI. 
Not  Minds  of  melancholy  Strain, 
Still  fijent,  or  that  itiil  complain, 

Can  the  dear  Bondage  blefs : 
As  well  may  heavenly  Conforts  fpring 
From  two  eld  Lutes  with  ne'er  a  String, 

Or  none  befides  the  Bafs. 

Ml. 
Nor  can  the  foft  Enchantments  hold 
Two  jarring  Souls  of  angry  Mould, 

The  Rugged  and  the  Keen  : 
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Sampfon*s  young  Foxes  might  as  well 
In  Bonds  of  chearfu!  Wedlock  dwell. 

With  Firebrands  ty1d  between. 
VIII. 
Nor  let  the  cruel  Fetters  bind 
A  gentle  to  a  favage  Mind  ; 

For  Love  abhors  the  Sight : 
Looie  the  fierce  Tyger  from  the  Deer, 
For  native  Rage  and  native  I  ear 

Rife  and  forbid  Delight. 

IX. 
Two  kin  deft  Souls  alone  muft  meet , 
'Tis  Friendfhip  makes  the  Bondage  fwcet, 

And  feeds  their  mutual  Loves : 
Bright  Venus  on  her  rolling  Throne 
Is  drawn  by  gentleft  Birds  alone, 

And  Cupids  yoke  the  Doves. 


T  O 

DAVID  POLHILL,  Efq; 

An    EPISTLE. 

December  Iy02» 
I. 

LE  T  ufelefs  Souls  to  Woods  retreat ; 
FOLK  ILL  mould  leave  a  Country  Seat 
When  Virtue  bids  him  dare  be  Great. 

L  2  II.  Nor 
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II. 

Nor  Kent  *,  nor  Suffix  *,  fhould  have  Charms, 
While  Liberty,  with  loud  Alarms, 
Calls  you  to  Counfels  and  to  Arms. 

lit 

Lewis,  by  fawning  Slaves  ador'd, 

Bids  you  receive  a  \  bafe-born  Lord  ; 
Awake  your  Cares !  awake  your  Sword ! 

IV. 
fictions  amongft  the  J  Britons  rife, 
And  warring  Tongues,  and  wild  Surmife* 
And  burning  Zeal  without  her  Eyes. 

V. 
A  Vote  decides  the  blind  Debate ; 
Refolv'd,  'Tis  of  diviner  Weight, 
To  faroe  the  Steeple,  than  the  State, 

VI. 
The  *f  bold  Machine  is  form'd  and  joiVd 
To  itretch  the  Conscience,  and  to  bind 
The  native  Freedom  of  the  Mind. 

VII. 
Your  Grandfire  Shades  with  jealous  Ey3 
Frown  down  to  fee  their  Offspring  lie 
Carelefs,  and  let  their  Country  die. 

VIII. 

If  **  Trevla  fear  to  let  you  Hand  • 
Ag  anil  the  Gaul  with  Spear  in  Hand, 
At  leaf!  f  *  Petition  for  the  Land. 

*  His  Country -Seat  and  Dwelling.  *J*  The  Pretender,  prd- 

claim 'd  King  in  France.  J  The  Parliament.  *f  The  Bill 

againfl  Occafional  Conformity,   I702.  *#  Mrs.  Polhill  ©/* 

the  Family  of  the  Lord  Trevor.  -)-*  Mr.  Polhill  ivas  one  of 

thofe  five  Zealous  Gentlemen  who  presented  the  famous  Kentifh  Peti- 
tion to  the  Parliament,  in  the  Reign  of  King  William,  to  haflen  their 
Sitpfliti  in  Order  to  fufport  the  King  in  bis  War  %vitb  France. 

The 
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The  celebrated  Viftory  of  the  Poles  over  Ofman 
the  Turkifla  Emperor  in  the  Daciaa  Battel. 

franjlaied  from  Cafimire,  5.  IV.  Od.  4,  with  large 
Additions* 

GAB  OR  the  Old,  the  Wealthy  and  the  Strong, 
Cheerful  in  Years  (nor  of  the  Heroic  Mufe 
Unknowing,  nor  unknown)  held  fair  PofleiHons 
Where  flows  the  fruitful  Danube :  Seventy  Springs 
SmiPd  on  his  Seed,  and  feventy  Harveft-Moons 
FilPd  his  wide  Granaries  with  Autumnal  Joy  : 
Still  he  refunVd  the  Toil :  and  Fame  reports, 
While  he  broke  up  new  Ground,  and  tir'd  his  Plough 
In  grafTy  Furrows,  the  torn  Earth  difclos'd 
Helmets,  and  Swords  (bright  Furniture  of  War 
Sleeping  in  Raft)  and  Heaps  of  mighty  Bones. 
The  Sun  defcending  to  the  Weft  em  Deep 
Bid  him  lie  down  and  reft ;  he  loos'd  the  Yoke, 
Yet  held  his  wearied  Oxen  from  their  Food 
With  charming  Numbers,  and  uncommon  Song, 

Go,  Fellow-Labourers,  you  may  rove  fecure, 
Gr  feed  befide  me  ;  tafte  the  Greens  and  Boughs 
That  you  have  long  forgot ;  crop  the  fweet  Herb^ 
And  graze  in  Safety,  while  the  Vidlor-lV* 
Leans  on  his  Spear,  and  breathes  5  yet  ftill  his  Eye 

L  3  Jealous 
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Jealous  and  fierce.    How  large,  o'd  Soldier,  fay, 
How  fair  a  Harvefl  of  the  (laughterM  Turks 
Strew'd  the  MoldaiAan  Fields  ?  What  mighty  Piles 
Of  vaft  Deflruction,   and  of  Thracian  Dead 
Fill  and  amaze  my  Eyes  ?  Broad  Bucklers  lie 
( A  vain  Defence )  fpread  o'er  the  pathlefs  Hills, 
-And  Coats  of  fcaly  Steel,  and  hard  Habergeon, 
Deep-bruis'd  and  empty  of  Mahometan  Limbs. 
This  the  fierce  Saracen  wore,   (for  when  a  Boy, 
I  was  their  Captive,  and  remind  their  Drefs : ) 
Here  the  Polcnians  dreadful  marchM  along 
In  auguft  Port,  and  regular  Array, 
Led  on  to  Conqueft  :  Here  the  Turkijh  Chief 
Prefumptuous  trod,  and  in  rude  Order  rang'd 
His  long  Battalions,  while  his  populous  Towns 
Four'd  out  frefn  Troops  perpetual,  dreft  in  Arms, 
Horrent  in  Mail,  and  gay  in  fpangled  Pride, 

O  the  dire  Image  of  the  bloody  Fight 
Thefe  Eyes  have  feen,  when  the  capacious  Plain 
Was  throng'd  with  Dacian  Spears ;  when  polinYd  Helms 
And  convex  Gold  blaz'd  thick  againft  the  Sun 
ReHoring  all  his  Eeams !  but  frowning  War 
All  gloomy,  like  a  gathered  Tempeft,  flood 
Wavering,  and  doubtful  where  to  bend  its  Fall. 

The  Storm  of  mifTive  Steel  delay M  a  while 
By  wife  Command  ;  fledg'd  Arrows  on  the  Nerve  i 
And  Scymiter  and  Sabre  bore  the  Sheath 
Reluctant;   till  the  hollow  brazen  Clouds 
Had  bellow'd  from  each  Quarter  of  the  Field 
Loud  ihunder,  and  difgorg'd  their  fulph'rous  Fire. 

Then 
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Then  Burners  wav'd;  and  Arms  were  mix'd  With  Arms ; 
Then  Javelins  anfwerM  Javelins  as  fchfy  fled, 
For  both  fled  hiding  Death  :  With  adverfe  Edge 

crooked  Fauchions  met  ;  and  hideous  Noii'e 
From  claming  Shields,  thro'  the  long  Rank?  of  War, 
Clang'd  horrible.    A  thoufand  Iron  Storms 

diverfe  :  and  in  harfh  Confufion  drown 
The  Trumpet's  Silver  Sound.     O  rude  Effort 
Of  Harmony  !  not  all  the  frozen  Stores 
Of  the  cold  North  when  pour'd  in  rattling  Hail 
Lafh  with   uch  Madnefs  the  Norwegian  Plains. 
Or  fo  torment  the  Ear.    Scarce  founds  fo  far 
The  direful  Fragor,  when  fome  Souther/!  Blafl 
Tears  from  the  Alps  a  Ridge  of  knotty  Oaks 
Deep  fang'd,  and  ancient  Tenants  of  the  Rock  : 
The  maiTy  Fragment,   many  a  Rood  in  Length, 
With  hideous  Cram,  rolls  down  the  rugged  Cliff 
Reiiftlefs,  plunging  in  the  fubjecl  Lake 
Cc-mo*  or  Lugairn ;  th'  afflicted  Waters  roar, 
And  various  Thunder  all  the  Valley  fills, 
Such  was  the  Noife  of  War :  the  troubled  Air 
Complains  aloud,  and  propagates  the  Din 
To  neighbouring  Regions ;  Rocks  and  lofty  Hills 
Beat  the  impetuous  Echoes  round  the  Sky. 

Uproar,  Revenge,  and  Rage,  and  Hate  appear 
In  ail  their  murderous  Forms ;  and  Flame  and  Blood 
And  Sweat  and  Dull  array  the  broad  Campaign 
In  Horror  :  hafty  Feet,  and  fparkling  Eyes, 
And  all  the  lavage  PafKons  of  the  Soul 
Engage  in  the  warm  BuGnefs  of  the  Day, 

L  4.  Here 
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Here  mingling  Hands,  but  with  no  friendly  Gripe, 

Join  in  the  Fight ;  and  Breafts  in  clofe  Embrace., 

But  mortal,  as  the  Iron  Arms  of  Death.' 

Here  Words  auftere,  of  perilous  Command, 

And  Valour  fwift  t'  obey  ;  bold  Feats  of  Arms 

Dreadful  to  fee,  and  glorious  to  relate, 

Shine  thro'  the  Field  with  more  furprizing  Brightnefs 

Than  glittering  Helms  or  Spears.    What  loud  Applaufe 

(Befl  Meed  of  Warlike  Toil)  what  manly  Shouts, 

And  Yells  unmanly  thro'  the  Battel  ring  ! 

And  fudden  Wrath,  dies  into  endlefs  Fame. 

Long  did  the  Fate  of  War  hang  dubious.    Here 
Stood  the  more  num'rous  Turk,  the  valiant  Pole 
Fought  here ;  more  dreadful,  tho1  with  lefler  Wings, 

But  what  the  Dahees  or>  the  Coward  Soul 
Of  a  Cydonian,  what  the  fearful  Crouds 
Of  bafe  Cili clans  fcaping  from  the  Slaughter, 
Or  Parthian  Beafls,  with  all  their  racing  Riders^ 
What  could  they  mean  againfl  th'  intrepid  Br.eaft 
Of  the  purfuing  Foe  ?  Th'  impetuous  Pelts 
Rufh  here,  and  here  the  Lithuanian  Horfe 
Drive  down  upon  them  like  a  double  Bolt 
Of  kindled  Thunder  raging  thro'  the  Sky 
On  founding  Wheels  ;  or  as  fome  mighty  Flood; 
Rolls  his  two  Torrents  down  a  dreadful  Steep 
Precipitant  and  bears  along  the  Stream 
Rocks,  Woods  and  Trees,  with  all  the  grazing  Herd^ 
And  tumbles  lofty  Forefts  headlong  to  the  Plain. 
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The  bold  BoruJJtan  fmoaking  from  afar 
Moves  like  a  Tempeft  in  a  dufky  Cloud, 
And  imitates  th'  Artillery  of  Heaven, 
The  Lightning  and  the  Roar.    Amazing  Scene  f 
What  Showers  of  mortal  Hail, -what  flaky  Fires 
Burn1  from  the  Darknefs  !  while  their  Cohorts  firm 
Met  the  like  Thunder,  and  an  equal  Storm, 
From  hoftile-  Troops,  but  with  a  braver  Mind. 
Undaunted  Bofoms  tempt  the  Edge  of  War, 
And  rufh  on  the  iharp  Point ;  while  baleful  Mifchieis, 
Deaths,  and  bright  Dangers  flew  acrofs  the  Field 
Thick  and- continual,  and  a  thoufand  Souls 
Fled  murmuring  thro'1  their  Wounds.    I  flood  aloof, 
For  'twas  unfafe  to  come  within  the  Wind 
Of  Ruffian  Banners,  when  with  whizzing  Sounds- 
Eager  of  Glory,  and  profufe  of  Life, 
They  bore  down  feartefs  on  the  charging  Foes, 
And  drove- them  backward.    Then  the  furkijb  Moons 
Wander' d  in  difarray.     A  dark  Eclipfe 
Hang  on  the  Silver  Crefcent,  boding  Night, 
Long  Night,  to  all  her  Sons  :  at  length  drfrob'd 
The  Standards  fell ;  the  barbarous  Enfigns  torn 
Fled  with  the  .Wind,  the  Sport  of  angry  Heav'n: 
And  a  large  Cloud  of  Infantry  and  Horfe 
Scattering  in  wild  Diforder,  fpread  the  Plain. 

Not  Noife,  nor  Number,  nor  the  brawny  Limb, 
Nor  high-built  Size  prevails  :   'Tis  Courage  fights, 
*Tis  Courage  conquers.     So  whole  Foreils  fall  • 
( A  fpacious  Ruin )  by  one  fingle  Ax., 

L  e .  And- 
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And  Steel  weil-fharpned  :  (6  a  generous  Pair 

Of  YouLg-wing'd  Eaglets  fright  a  thoufand  Doves. 

Vail  was  the  Slaughter,  and  the  flow'ry  Green 
Drank  deep  of  flowing  Crimfon.    Veteran  Bands 
Here  made  their  lafl  Campaign.    Here  haughty  Chiefs 
Stretch'd  on  the  Bed  of  purple  Honour  lie 
Supine,  nor  dream  of  Battle's  hard  Event, 
Opprefs'd  with  Iron  Slumbers,  and  long  Night. 
Their  Ghoils  indignant  to  the  nether  World^ 
Fled,  but  attended  well :  for  at  their  fide 
Some  faithful  Janizaries  flrew'd  the  Field, 
Fall'n  in  jail  Ranks  or  Wedges,  Lunes  or  Squares, 
Firm  as  they  flood  ;  to  the  Warfovian  Troops 
A  nobler  Toil,  and  Triumph  worth  their  Fight. 
But  the  broad  Sabre  and  keen  Poll-Ax  flew 
With  fpeedy  Terror  thro'  the  feebler  Herd, 
And  made  rude  Kavock  and  irregular  Spoil 
Among!!  the  vulgar  Bands  that  own'd  the  Name 
Of  Mahomet.    The  wild  Arabians  fled 
In  fwift  Affright  a  thoufand  different  Ways  (  rains 

Thro'  Brakes  and  Thorns,  and  clirnb'd  the  craggy  Moun- 
BeUowing  ;  yet  hafty  Fate  overtook  the  Cry, 
And  Polijb  Hunters  clave  the  timorous  Deer. 

Thus  the  dire  Profpeft  diftant  filPd  my  Soul 
With  Awe  ;  till  the  laft  Relicks  of  the  War 
The  thin  I        trn    flying  had  difclos'd 
The  ghailly  Plain     I  took  a  nearer  View, 
Unfeeml)  to  tlie  Sight,  rot  to  the  Smell 
Grateful.    What  Loads  of  mangled  flefh  and  Limbs 

(Adit 
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(  A  difmal  Carnage  ! )  bath'd  in  reeking  Gore 
Lay  welfring  on  the  Ground  ;  while  flitting  Life 
Convuls'd  the  Nerves  ftill  fhivering,  nor  had  loft 
All  Tafte  of  Pain  !  Here  an  Old  Tbraeian  lies 
Defbrm'd  with  Years,  and  Scars,  and  groans  aloud 
Torn  with  frefh  Wounds ;  but  inward  Vitals  firm 
Forbid  the  Soul's  Remove,  and  chain  it  down 
-By  the  Hard  Laws  of  Nature,  to  fultain 
Long  Torment :  his  wild  Eye-balls  roil :  his  Teeth 
Gnaihing  with  Anguifh,  chide  his  lingring  Fate. 
Emblazon'd  Armour  froke  his  high  Command 
Amongft  the  neighbouring  Dead ;  they  round  their  Lord 
Lay  proftrate  ;  fome  in  Flight  ignobly  fiain, 
Some  to  the  Skies  their  Faces  upwards  turn'd 
Still  brave,  and  proud  to  die  fo  near  their  Prince. 

I  mov'dnot  far,  and  lo,  at  manly  Length 
Two  beauteous  Youths  of  rieheft  Off  man  Blood 
Extended  on  the  Field  :  in  Friendship  join  d, 
Nor  Fate  divides  them  :  hardy  Warriors  both  ; 
Both  faithful ;  drown' d  in  Show'rs  of  Darts  they  felt, 
Each  with  his  Shield  fpread  o'er  his  Lover's  Heart, 
In  vain  :  for  on  thole  Orbs  of  friendly  Brafs 
Stood  Groves  of  javelins ;  fome,  alas,  too  deep 
Were  planted  there,  and  thro'  their  lovely  Bofoms 
Made  painful  Avenues  for  cruel  Death. 

0  my  dear  native  Land,  forgive  the  Tear 

1  dropt  on  their  wan  Cheeks,  when  ftrong  Companion  - 
Forc'd  from  my  melting  Eyes  the  briny  Dew, 

And  paid  a  Sacrifice  to  hoftile  Virtue. 
Dacia,  forgive  the  Sight  that  wiih'd  the  Souls 

L  6  Of 
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Of  thofe  fair  Infidels  fome  humble  Place 
Among  the  Bleft.    "  Sleep,  fieep,  ye  haplefs  Pahy 
*'  Gently,  I  cry'd,  worthy  of  better  Fate, 
t€  And  better  Faith.    Hard  by  the  General  lay 
Of  Saracen  Defcent,  a  grizly  Form 
Bieathlefs,  yet  Pride  fat  pale  upon  his  Front 
In  Difappointmemy  with  a  furly  Brow 
Louring  in  Death,  and.  vext .;..  his  rigid  Jaws 
Foaming  with  Blood  bite  hard  the  /V/y£  Spear* 
In  that  dead  Vifage  my  Remembrance  reads 
Rafh  Caracas  :  In  vain,  the  boafting  Slave 
3**omis/d  and  footh'd  the  Sultan  threatning  fierce 
With  Royal  Suppers  and  triumphant  Fare, 
Spread  wide,  beneath  War  Jovian  Silk  and.  Gold  j , 
See  on  the  naked  Ground  all-  cold  he  lies 
Beneath  the  damp  wide  Cov'ring  of  the  Air 
Forgetful  of  his  Word.     H  o w  Heaven  confounds. > 
Infulting  Hopes !  with  what  an  awful  Smile 
Laughs  at  the  Proud,  that  loofen  ail  the  Reins 
To  their  unbounded  Wiihes,  and  leads  on 
Their  blind  Ambition  to  a  fhameful  End  ! . 

But  whither  am  I  borne  ?  This  Thought  of  Arms- 
Fires  me  in  vain  to  fing  to  fenfelefs  Bulls 
What  generous  Horfe  fhctold  hear.    Break  off,  my  Song-. 
My  barbarous  Mufe  be  ftill :  Irnmortal  Deeds 
Mufl  not  be  thus  profan'd  in  ruftic  Verfe  : 
The  Martial  Trumpet^  and  the  following  Age, 
And  growing  Fame,,  fhall  loud  rehearfe  the  Fight 
In  Sounds  of  Glory.    Lo,  the  Evening-Star 
Shines  o'er  the  Weflern  Hill ;  my  Oxen,  come, 
The  well-known  Star  invites  the  Labourer  home. 

TO 
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T  O 

Mr.  HENRY  BENDYSH.. 

Dear  Sir,.  Aug.  24,  170^. 

TH  E  following  Song  was  yours  when  frft  composed: 
The  Mufe  then  defcrib "d  the  general  Fate  of  Man- 
hind,  that  is,  to  be  ill  matctid  ;  and  now  fhe  rejoices  that 
you  have  efcaped.  the-  common  Mifibief,  and  that  your  Soul 
has  found  its  own  Mate.  Let  this  Gde  then  congratulate 
you  Both,  Grow  mutually  in  more  compkat  Likenefs  and  f 
Love :   Perfevere  and  be  Happy. 

1  perfuade  my  felf  you  will  accept  from  the  Prefs  what 
the  Pen  more  privately  infer  iti  d  to  you  long  ago  ;  and  Tm  in 
no  Pain  left  you  fhould  take  Offence  at  the  fabulous  Drefs 
cf  this  Poem  :  Nor  would  weaker  Minds  be  fcandaliz'd  at 
if*  if  they  would  give  ihe?nfelves  leave  to  reflect  bow  many 
divine  Truths  are  fpoken  by  the  Holy  Writers  in  V if  on  s 
and  Images,  Parables  and  Dreams  :  Nor  are  my  wifer 
Friends  afhatn'd  to  defend  it,  fince  the  Narrative  is  gravft 
and  the  Moral  ft  juft  and  obvious. 

The  Indian  Philofopber. 

Sept.  3",  170 1» 

WHY  fhould  our  Joys  transform  to  Pain  ? 
Why  gentle  Hymen's  filken  Chain 

A  Plague  of  Iron  prove  ? 

BENDTSH, 
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B  E  ND  TS  H,  'tis  ftrange  the  Charm  that  binds 
Millions  of  Hands,  mould  leave  their  Minds 
At  fuch  a  Loofe  from  Love. 
-II. 
In  vain  I  fought  the  wondrous  Caufe, 
Rang'd  the  wide  Fields  of  Nature's  Laws, 

And  urg'd  the  Schools  in  vain  ; 
Then  deep  in  Thought,  within  my  Breafl 
My  Soul  retir'd,  and  Slumber  drefs'd 

A  bright  inftruclive  Scene. 
III. 
O'er  the  broad  Lands,  and  crofs  the  Tide, 
On  Fancy's  airy  Horfe  I  ride, 

(Sweet  Rapture  of  the  Mind  ! ) 
Till  on  the  Banks  of  Ganges  Flood, 
In  a  tall  ancient  Grove  I  flood 

For  facred  Ufe  derlgn'd. 

IV. 
Hard  by,  a  venerable  PrieU, 
Ris'n  with  his  God,  the  Sun,  from  Reft, 

Awoke  his  Morning  Song ; 
Thrice  he  conjur'd  the  murm'ring  Stream  ; 
The  Birth  of  Souls  was  all  hh  Theme, 

And  half-divine  his  Tongue. 
V. 
4t  He  fang  th*  Eternal  rolling  Flame, 
"  That  vital  Mafs,  that  full  the  fame  . 

*'  Does  all  our  Minds  eompofe  : 
•*  But  fhap'd  in  twice  ten  thoufand  Frames; 
u  Thence  differing  Souls  of  differing  Names, 

"  And  jarring  Tempers  rofe. 

VI.  "  The 
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VI. 

a  The  mighty  Power  that  form'd  the  Mind 
u  One  Mould  for  every  Two  defgn'd, 

u  And  blefs'd  the  new  born  Pair  : 
"  Vjjs  be  a  Match  for  this ;   (he  faid  ) 
'\*s  Then  down  he  fent  the  Souls  he  made, 

"  To  feek  them  Bodies  here  : 
VII. 
"  But  parting  from  their  warm  Abode 
:  "  They  loft  their  Fellows  on  the  Pvoad, 

u  And  never  join'd  their  Hands : 
"  A  h  cruel  Chance,  and  croffing  Fates  ? 
"  Our  Eafum  Souls  have  dropt  their  Mates 

"  On  Europe's  barbarous  Lands. 
VIII. 
"  Happy  the  Youth  that  finds  the  Bride 
"  Whofe  Birth  is  to  his  own  ally'd, 

"  The  fweeteit  joy  of  Life : 
¥  But  oh  the  Crowds  of  wretched  Souls 
r  Fetter'd  to  .Ylinds  of  different  Moulds, 

"  And  chain'd  t1  Eternal  Strife  ! 
IX, 
Thus  fang  the  wond'rous  Indian  Bard  ; 
My  Soul  with  vail  Attention  heard, 

While  Ganges  ceas'd  to  flow  : 
u  Sure  then  (I  cry'd)  mighc  i  but  fee 
r  That  gentle  Nymph  that  twin  .  d  with  me, 

u  I  may  be  happy  too. 

X 
94  Some  courteous  Aagel,  fell  mc     here, 
4J  What  diftant  Lands  this  unknown  Fairp 

«  Or 
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"  Or  diftant  Seas  detain  ? 
ft  Swift  as  the  .Wheel  of  Nature  rolls 
J«  I'd  fly,  to  meet,  and  mingle  Souls,. 

"  And  wear  the  joyful  Chain. 


The  Hapfy  Man* 

L 

SERENE  as  Light,  is  MTRON's  Soul, 
And  a&ive  as  the  Sun,  yet  fleady  as  the  Pole : : 

In  manly  Beauty  mines  his  Face  ; 
Every  Mufe,  and  every  Grace, 

Makes  his  Heart  and  Tongue  their  Seat, 
His  Heart  profufely  good,  his  Tongue  divinely  fweet- 

M TR  O  A7,  .the  wonder  of  our  Eyes, 

Behold  his  Manhood  fcarce  begun  ! 

Behold  his  Race  of  Virtue  run  ! 

Behold  the  Goal  of  Glory  won  ! 
Nor  Fame  denies  the  Merit,  nor  with-holds  the  Prize; ; 
Her  Silver  Trumpets  his  Renown  proclaim  : 

The  Lands  where » Learning  never  flew, 

Which  neither  Rome  nor  Athens  knew, 

Surly  Japan  and  rich  Peru, 
In  barbarous  Songs,  pronounce  the  Britijh  Hero's  Name*- 

«  Airy  Blifs  (the  Hero  cry'd) 
£c  May  feed  the  Tympany  of  Pride ; 

2  «   BUV: 
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u  Bat  healthy  Souls  were  never  found 
"  To  live  on  Emptinefs  and  Sound. 

II. 
Lo,  at  his  honourable  Feet 
Fame's  bright  Attendant,  Wealth,  appears  $ 
She  comes  to  pay  Obedience  meet, 
Providing  Joys  for  future  Years ; 
Bleflings  with  laviih  Hand  me  pours 
Gather'd  from  the  Indian  Coaft ; 
\Not  Danae's  Lap  could  equal  Treafures  boaft, 
When  Jove  came  down  in  golden  Show'rs* 

He  look'd  and  turn'd  his  Eyes  away, 
With  high  Difdain  I  heard  him  fay, 
*  Blifs  is  not  made  of  glittering  Clay. 

III. 
Now  Pomp  and  Grandeur  court  his  Head' 
With  Scutcheons,  Arms,,  and  Enfigns  fpread : 
Gay  Magnificence  and  State, 
Guards,  and  Chariots,  at  his  Gate, 
And  Slaves  in  endlefs  Order  round  his  Table  wait: 
They  learn  the  Dictates  of  his  Eyes, 
And  now  they  fall,  and  now  they  rifev 
Watch  evsry  Motion  of  their  Lord, 
Hang  on  his  Lips  with  moll  impatient  Zeal,    . 
With  fwift  Ambition  feize  th'  unfiniuVd  Word, 
And  the  Command  fulfil, 
Tir'd  with  the  Train  that  Grandeur  brings^ 
He  dropt  a  Tear,  and  pity'd  Kings : 
Then  flying  from  the  noify  Throng,, 


Seeks  the  Diverfion  of  a  Song. 
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Musick  defcending  on  a  filent  Cloud, 

IWd  all  her  Strings  with  endlefs  Arc ; 

By  flow  Degrees  from  foft  to  loud 

Changing  (he  rofe :  The  Harp  and  Flute  ' 
Harmonious  join,  the  Hero  to  falute, 

And  make  a  Captive  of  his  Heart. 
Fruits,  and  rich  W ine,  and  Scenes  of  lawlefs  Love 

Each  with  utmoft  Luxury  ftrove 
To  treat  thei*  Favourite  beft  ; 

But  founding  Strings,  and  Fruits,  and  Wine, 

And  lawlefs  Love,  in  vain  combine 
To  make  his  Virtue  fleep,  or  lull  his  Soul  to  reft, 

V. 
He  faw  the  tedious  Round,  and,  with  a  Sigh, ... 

Pronounced  the  World  but  Vanity* 

"  In  Crowds  of  Pleafure  (till  I  find 

"  A  painful  Solitude  of  Mind. 
"  A  Vacancy  within  which  Senfe  can  ne'er  fupply. 

"  Kence,  and  be  gone,  ye  flatt'ring  Snares, 

€i  Ye  vulgar  Charms  of  Eyes  and  Ears, 

"  Ye  unperforming  Promifers ! 

"  Pe  all  my  bafer  Paffions  dead, 

"  And  bafe  Befires,  b/  Nature  made 
"  For  Animals  and  Boys : 

"  Man  has  a  Relifh  more  refin'd, 

"  Souls  are  for  focial  Blifs  defign'd, 
€<  Give  me  a  Blefiing  fit  to  match  my  Mind, 
"  A  Kindred-Soul  to  double  and  to  fhare  my  Joy*. 

VI.  MTR- 
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VI. 

MYR  R  HA  appear' d  :  Serene  her  Soul 
And  acl'we  as  the  Sun>  yet  fteady  as  the  Role  : 
In  fofter  Beauties  Jbone  her  Face  ; 
Every  Mufe>  and  every  Grace, 
Made  her  Heart  and  Tongue  their  Sear, 
Her  Heart  profufely  good,  her  Tongue  divinely  facet  t 
MYRRHA  the  Wonder  of  bii  Eyes  ; 
His  Heart  recoiPd  with  fweet  Surprize, 

With  Joys  unknown  before  : 
His  Soul  diffclv'd  in  pleafmg  Pain, 
Flowed  to  his  Eyes,  and  look'd  again, 

And  could  endure  no  more. 
*'  Enough  !  ( th1  impatient  Hero  cries ) 

"  And  feiz'd  her  to  his  Breaft, 
"  I  feek  no  more  below  the  Skies> 

*'  I  give  my  Slaver,  the  reft. 


T  O 

DAVID    POLHILL,  Efqj 

An  Anfwer  to  an  infamous  Satyr,  called,  Advice  to 
a  Painter  \  written  by  a  namelefs  Author,  a- 
gainft  King  IViUiam  III.  of  Glorious  Memorv* 
1698. 

S  I  R, 

WHE  N you  fui  this  Satyr  info  my  Hand,  you  gave  me 
the  Occafion  of  employing  my  Ren  to  anfiver  fo  de- 
tectable 
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teftable  a  Writing  ;  which  might  be  done  much  more  effectu- 
ally by  your  known  Zeal  for  the  Inter  eji  of  his  Majefy, 
your  Counfels  and  your  Courage  employed  in  the  Defence 
$f  your  King  and  Country.  And  Ji nee  you  provoked  me  to 
write,  you  will  accept  of  thefe  Efforts  of  my  Loyalty  to  the. 
befl  of  Kings y  addrefs*d  to  one  of  the  mofi  zealous  of  his 
Subjefis^  by, 

S  I    R, 

Your  Moft  Obedient  Servant* 

L  W. 


PART   I. 

AN  D  muft  the  Hero,  that  redeemed  our  Land,, 
Here  in  the  Front  of  Vice  and  Scandal  Hand  I 
The  Man  of  wondrous  Soul,  that  fcorn'd  his  Eafe* 
Tempting  the  Winters,  and  the  faithlefs  Seas, 
And  paid  an  annual  Tribute  of  his  Life 
To  guard  his  England  from  the  Irifh  Knife, 
And  crufh  the  French  Dragoon  ?  Muft  William?*  Name* 
That  brighter!:  Star  that  gilds  the  Wings  of  Fame, 
William  the  Brave,  the  Pious,  and  the  Juft 
Adorn  thefe  gloomy  Scenes  of  Tyranny  and  Luft  ? 

PO  LHILL,  my  Blood  boils  high,  my  Spirits  flame ; 
Gan  your  Zeal  fleep  !  Or  are  your  Paflions  tame  ? 
Nor  call  Revenge  and  Darknefs  on  the  Poet's  Name  ? 
Why  fmoke  the  Skies  not  ?  Why  no  Thunders  roll  ? 
Nor  kindling  Lightnings  blaft  his  guilty  Soul  I 

Auda 
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Audacious  Wretch  !  to  flab  a  Monarch's  Fame, 
And  Fire  his  Subjects  with  a  Rebel-Flame  ; 
To  call  the  Painter  to  his  black  Deflgns, 
To  draw  our  Guardian's  Face  in  hellifh  Lines : 
Painter,  beware  !  the  Monarch  can  be  mown 
Under  no  Shape  but  Angels,  or  his  own, 
'Gabriel,  or  William,  on  the  Britijh  Throne. 

O  !  could  my  Thought  but  grafp  the  vail  Defrgn, 

And  words  with  infinite  Ideas  join, 

I'd  roufe  Apelles,  from  his  Iron  Sleep. 

And  bid  him  trace  the  Warrior  o'er  the  Deep  : 

Trace  him,  Apelles,  o'er  the  Belgian  Plain, 

pierce,  how  he  climbs  the  Mountains  of  the  Slain, 

Scattering  juit  Vengeance  thro'  the  red  Campaign. 

Then  dafh  the  Canvas  with  a  flying  Stroke, 

Till  it  be  loft  in  Clouds  of  Fire  and  Smoke, 

And  fay,  'Twas  thus  the  Conqueror  thro'  the  Squadrons 

broke. 

Mark  him  again  emerging  from  the  Cloud, 
Far  from  his  Troops ;  there  like  a  Rock  he  ftood 
His  Country's  fmgle  Barrier  in  a  Sea  of  Blood. 
Calmly  he  leaves  the  Pleafures  of  a  Throne, 
And  his  Maria  weeping  ;  whilft  alone 
He  wards  the  Fate  of  Nations,  and  provokes  his  own : 
But  Heav'n  fecures  its  Champion  ;  o'er  the  Field 
Paint  hov'ring  Angels ;  tho'  they  fly  conceal'd, 
Each  intercepts  a  Death,  and  wears  it  on  his  Shield. 

Now,  noble  Pencil,  lead  him  to  our  Me, 
Mark  how  the  Skies  with  joyful  Luflre  finile, 


} 


Then 
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Then  imitate  the  Glory  on  the  Strand 

Spread  half  the  Nation,  longing  till  he  land. 

Warn  off  the  Blood,  and  take  a  peaceful  Teint, 

All  Red  the  Warrior,  White  the  Ruler  paint ; 

Abroad  a  Hero,  and  at  Home  a  Saint. 

Throne  him  on  high  upon  a  mining  Seat, 

Luft  and  Prophanenefs  dying  at  his  Feet, 

While  round  his  Head  the  Laurel  and  the  Olive  meet. 

The  Crowns  of  War  and  Peace  ;  and  may  they  blow 

With  flow'ry  Bleihngs  ever  on  his  Brow. 

At  his  Right  Hand  pile  up  the  Englijh  Laws 

In  facred  Volumes ;  thence  the  Monarch  draws 

His  wife  and  jurl  Commands  ■ 

Rife,  ye  old  Sages  of  the  Britijb  Hie, 

On  the  fair  Tablet  call  a  reverend  Smile, 

And  blefs  the  Piece  ;  thefe  Statutes  are  your  own, 

That  fway  the  Cottage,  and  direct  the  Throne  ; 

People  and  Prince  are  one  in  Willi  cms  Name. 

Their  Joys,  their  Dangers,  and  their  Laws  the  fame. 


'i 


Let  Liberty,  and  Right,  with  Plumes  difplay'd, 
Clap  their  glad  Wings  around  their  Guardian's  Head, 
Religion  o'er  the  reil  her  ftarry  Pinions  fpread. 
Religion  guards  hira  ;  round  th1  Imperial  Queen 
Place  waiting  Virtues,  each  of  heav'nly  Mein  ; 
Learn  their  bright  Air,  and  paint  it  from  his  Eyes ; 
The  Juft,  the  Bold,  the  Temperate,  and  the  Wift 
Pweli  in  his  Looks ;  Majeftic,  but  Serene  ; 
Sweet,  with  no  Fondnefs ;  Chearful,  but  not  Vain  : 
Bright,  without  Terror  ;  Great,  without  Difdain. 
His  Soul  infpires  us  what  his  Lips  command, 
And  fpreads  his  brave  Example  thro'  the  Land  : 

i  Not 
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Not  10  the  former  Reigns  ; • 

Bend  down  his  Earth  to  each  arrlided  Cry, 

Let  Beams  of  Grace  dart  gently  from  his  Fye  ; 

But  the  bright  Treafures  of  his  iacred  Breaft 

Are  too  divine,  too  vaft  to  be  expreii  : 
\  Colours  mull  fail  where  Words  and  Numbers  faint, 
j  And  leave  the  Hero's  Heart  for  Thought  alone  to  paint. 

PART    II. 

NO  W,  Mufe,  purfue  the  Satyriit  again, 
Wipe  off  the  Blots  of  his  in  venom' d  Pen  ; 
Hark,  how  he  bids  the  Servile  Painter  draw, 
In  monftrous  Shapes,  the  Patrons  of  oar  Law ; 
At  one  flight  Dam  he  cancels  every  Name 
From  the  white  Rolls  of  Honeity  and  Fame  : 
This  feribling  Wretch  marks  all  he  meets  for  Knave, 
Shoots  fudcten  Bolts  promifcuous  at  the  Bafe  and  Brave, 
And  with  unpardonable  Malice  fheds 
Poiibn  and  Spite  on  undiftinguifn'd  Heads. 
Painter,  forbear  ;  or  if  thy  bolder  Hand 
Dares  to  attempt  the  Villains  of  the  Land, 
Draw  firfl  this  Poet,  like  fome  baleful  Star. 
With  filent  Influence  fhedding  Civil  War; 
Or  factious  Trumpeter,  whole  Magic  Sound 
Calls  off  the  Subjects  to  the  boftile  Ground, 
And  (batters  hellifh  Feuds  the  Nation  round. 
Thefe  are  the  Imps  of  Hell,  that  curfed  Tribe 
That  firft  create  the  Plague,  and  then  the  Pain  defcribe. 

Draw 
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Draw  next  above,  the  Great  Ones  of  our  Ifle, 
Still  from  the  Good  diftinguifhing  the  Vile ; 
Seat  'em  in  Pomp,  in  Grandeur,  and  Command, 
Peeling  the  Subjects  with  a  greedy  Hand  : 
Paint  forth  the  Knaves  that  have  the  Nation  fold, 
And  tinge  their  greedy  Looks  with  fordid  Gold. 
Mark  what  a  felfifh  Faction  undermines 
The  pious  Monarch's  generous  Befigns, 
Spoil  their  own  native  Land  as  Vipers  do9 
Vipers  that  tear  their  Mother's  Bowels  through. 
Let  Great  NaJ]fau9  beneath  a  careful  Crown, 
Mournful  in  Majefly,  look  gently  down, 
Mingling  foft  Pity  with  an  awful  Frown  : 
He  grieves  to  fee  how  long  in  vain  he  ftrove 
To  make  us  bleft,  how  vain  his  Labours  prove 
To  fave  the  flubborn  Land  he  condefcends  to  love. 


i 


To  the  dif con  ten  ted  and  Unquiet. 
Imitated  partly  from  Cafimire,  B.  IV.  Od,  15* 

VA  R  I J9  there's  nothing  here  that's  free 
From  wearifome  Anxiety  : 
And  the  whole  Round  of  mortal  Joys 
With  fhort  PofiefTion  tires  and  cloys: 
'Tis  a  dull  Circle  that  we  tread, 
J  aft  from  the  Window  to  the  Bed, 
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We  rife  to  fee  and  to  be  feen, 
Gaze  on  the  World  a  while,  and  then 
We  yawn,  and  ilretch  to  fleep  again. 
Byt  Fancy,  that  uneafy  Gueit, 
Still  holds  a  Longing  in  our  Breaft  ; 
She  finds  or  frames  Vexations  (till. 
Her  fell  the  greater!  Plague  we  fed9 
We  take  flrange  Pleafure  in  our  Pain> 
And  make  a  Mountain  of  a  Grain, 
AfTume  the  Load,  and  pant  and  fweat 
Beneath  th1  imaginary  Weight. 
With  our  dear  ielves  we  live  at  Strife, 
While  the  moil:  conflant  Scenes  of  Life 
From  peeviQi  Humours  are  not  free  ; 
Still  we  afredl  Variety  : 
Rather  than  pafs  an  eafy  Day, 
We  fret  and  chide  the  Hours  away, 
Grow  weary  of  this  circling  Sun, 
And  vex  that  he  mould  ever  run 
The  fame  old  Track  ;  and  fliil,  and  ftill 
Rife  red  behind  yon  Eaftem  Hill, 
And  chide  the  Moon  that  darts  her  Light 
Thro1  the  fame  Cafement  every  Night. 

We  fhift  our  Chambers,  and  our  Home?, 
To  dwell  where  Trouble  never  comes : 
Sylvia  has  left  the  City  Crowd, 
Againft  the  Court  exclaims  aloud, 
Flies  to  the  Woods ;  a  Hermit-Saint  f 
She  loaths  her  Patches,  Pins,  and  Paint, 
Dear  Diamonds  from  her  Neck  are  tom  : 
But  Humour,  that  Eternal  Thorn, 

.    M  Sticks 
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Sticks  in  her  Heart :  (he's  hurry' d  ftill, 

'Twixt  her  wild  PaiTions  and  her  Will : 

Haunted  and  hagg'd  where-e'er  fne  roves,  } 

By  purling  Streams,  and  filent  Groves,  V 

Or  with  her  Furies,  or  her  Loves.  j 

Then  our  own  native  Land  we  hate, 
Too  cold,  too  windy,  or  too  wet ; 
Change  the  thick  Climate,  and  repair 
To  France  or  Italy  for  Air  ; 
In  vain  we  change,  in  vain  we  fly ; 
Go,  Silvia,  mount  the  whirling  Sky, 
Or  ride  upon  the  feather' d  Wind 
In  vain  ;  if  this  difeafed  Mind 
Clings  fall,  and  ftill  fits  clofe  behind. 
Faithful  Difeafe,  that  never  fails 
Attendance  at  her  Lady's  Side, 
Over  the  Defart  or  the  Tide, 
On  rolling  Wheels,  or  flying  Sails. 

Happy  the  Soul  that  Virtue  Ihows 
To  fix  the  Place  of  Her  Repofe, 
Needlefs  to  move  ;  for  fhe  can  dwell 
In  her  old  Grandfire's  Hail  as  well. 
Virtue  that  never  loves  to  roam, 
Eut  fweetly  hides  her  felf  at  home. 
And  eafy  on  a  native  Throne 
Of  humble  Turf  fits  gently  down. 

Yet  Ihould  tumultuous  Storms  arife, 
And  mingle  Earth,  and  Seas,  and  Skies, 
Should  the  Waves  fwell,  and  make  her  roll 
Acrofs  the  Line,  or  near  the  Pole, 

2  Still 
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Still  ftie's  at  Peace  ;  for  well  flie  knows 
To  launch  the  Stream  that  Duty  ftiows, 
And  makes  her  Home  where'er  fhe  goes, 
Bear  her,  ye  Seas,  upon  your  Breaft, 
Or  waft  her,  Winds,  from  Eaft  to  Weft 
On  the  foft  Air  ;  fhe  cannot  find 
A  Couch  fo  eafy  as  her  Mind, 
Nor  breath  a  Climate  half  fo  kind. 

"^  *j*  Jjt  #j<r  ^  ifa  *ff  *j**ff  jjir  *>*  jfa-fy  iff  iff-  *ff-  tff-  *j«  -iff-  ^  fy-fy  +f-  ^^r^jjt^^jjj.^.^ 

T  O 

J  O  HN  HARfO  P  P}  Efq? 

NOW 

Sir  JO  HN  HAR  T O  P  P,   Bart. 

Cafimire,  Book  I.  Ode  4.  imitated. 

Vive  jucitndcs  metuens  juvent^^  &c. 

July  1700. 

I. 

LIVE,  my  dear  HARTOPP,  live  to  Day, 
Nor  let  the  Sun  look  down  and  fay, 
"  Inglorious  here  he  lies, 
Shake  off  your  Eafe,  and  fend  your  Name 
To  Immortality  and  Fame, 
By  ev'ry  Hour  that  flies'. 

II. 
Youth's  a  foft  Scene,  but  truft  her  not : 
Her  airy  Minutes,  fwift  as  Thought, 

Slide  off  the  flipp'ry  Sphere  ; 
Moons  with  their  Months  make  hafty  Rounds, 

M  2  The 
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The  Sun  has  pafs'd  hi;  vernal  Bounds, 

And  whirls  about  the  Year. 
III. 
Let  Folly  dre£  in  green  and  red, 
And  gird  her  V/aite  with  flowing  Gold 
Knit  bltfhing  Rofes  round  her  Head, 
Alas !  the  gaudy  Colours  fade, 

The  Garment  waxes  old. 
H^R  TO  P  P,  mark  the  withering  Rofc, 
And  the  pale  Gold  how  dim  it  mows ! 

IV. 

Bright  and  lading  Blifs  below 

Is  all  Romance  and  Dream ; 
Only  the  Joys  celeftia!  flow 

in  an  eternal  Stream, 
The  Pleafures  that  the  fmiling  Day 
With  large  Right  Hand  bellows, 
Falfely  her  Left  conveys  away, 

And  muffles  in  our  Woes. 
So  have  I  feen  a  Mother  play, 

And  cheat  her  filly  Child, 
She  gave  and  took  a  Toy  away, 
The  Infant  cry'd  and  fmil'd. 
V. 
Airy  Chance,  and  Iron  Fate 
Hurry  and  vex  our  mortal  State, 
And  all  the  Race  of  Ills  create  ; 
Now  fiery  Joy,  now  fullen  Grief, 
Commands  the  Reins  of  human  Lift, 
The  Wheels  impetuous  roll ; 


The 
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The  harneft  Hours  and  Minutes  ftrive, 

And  Days  with  foretelling  Pinions  drive  — - 

■         down  fiercely  on  the  Goal. 
VI. 
Not  half  fo  fail  the  Gaily  flies 

O'er  the  Venetian  Sea, 
When  Sails,  and  Oars,  and  laboring  Skies 

Contend  to  make  her  Way. 
Swift  Wings  for  all  the  flying  Hours 

The  Go  d  of  Time  prepares, 
The  reft  lie  llill  yet  in  their  Neil 

And  grow  for  future  Years. 


T  O 

THOMAS   GUNSfON,  Ef$ 

1700. 

Happy  Solitude. 

Cafimirt,  Book  IV.  Ode.  12.  Imitated. 

Quid  me  latente?n%  &c. 

I. 

TH  E  noify  World  complains  of  me 
That  I  mould  fhun  their  Sight,  and  flee 
Vifits,  and  Crowds,  and  Company. 
GUNSTON,  the  Lark  dwells  in  her  Nell 

Till  (he  afcend  the  Skies ; 
And  in  my  Clofet  I  could  reft 
Till  to  the  Heavens  I  rife. 

M  3  II.  Yet 
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Yet  they  will  urge,  «  This  private  Life 
"  Can  never  make  you  bleit, 
"  And  twenty  Doors  are  Hill  at  ftrife 
"  T'  engage  you  for  a  Gueft. 
Friend,  mould  the  Towers  of  Wind/or  or  Whitehall 
Spread  open  their  inviting  Gates 
To  make  my  Entertainment  gay  ; 
1  would  obey  the  Royal  Call, 

But  ihort  mould  be  my  Stay, 
Since  a  diviner  Service  waits 
1'  employ  my  Hours  at  home,  and  better  fill  the  Day; 
III. 
When  I  within  my  Self  retreat, 
I  fhut  my  Doors  again!*  the  Great  % 
My  bufy  Eye-balls  inward  roll, 
>  -And  there  with  large  Survey  I  fee 
All  the  wide  Theatre  of  Me, 
And  view  the  various  Scenes  of  my  retiring  Soul  % 
There  I  walk  o'er  the  Mazes  I  have  trod, 
While  Hope  and  Fear  are  in  a  doubtful  Strife. 

Whether  this  Opera  of  Life 
Be  a&ed  well  to  gain  the  Plaudit  of  my  Go  d. 

IV. 
There's  a  Day  haflning,  ( 'tis  an  awful  Day  !  ) 
When  the  Great  Sovereign  fhall  at  large  review 

All  that  we  fpeak,  and  all  we  do, 
The  feveral  Parts  we  ac~l  on  this  wide  Stage  of  Clay : 

Thefe  he  approves,  and  thofe  he  blames, 
And  crowns  perhaps  a  Porter,  and  a  Prince  he  damns. 
O  if  the  Judge  from  his  tremendous  Seat 
Shall  not  condemn  what  1  have  done, 

I  (hall 
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I  {hall  be  happy  tho'  unknown, 
Nor  need  the  gazing  Rabbie,  nor  the  mouting  Street, 
V. 
I  hate  the  Glory,  Friend,  that  firings 
From  vulgar  Breath,  and  empty  Sound  ; 
Fame  mounts  her  upwarjd|  with  a  flatt'ring  Gale 

Upon  her  airy  Win 
Till  L    -t^c:,  %     .  the  Wound  5 

Then  her  rla^g"  g  Pi  )      :   ...  '. 
Down  Glory  Falls  ana  rchkes  the  Ground, 
And  breaks  her  b  v  _-.bs. 

Rather  let  me  be  quit  conceaPd  ^om  Fame ; 
Flow  happy  I  flioulc  lie 
In  fweet  Obfcurity, 
Nor  the  loud  World  runce  my  little  Name  ! 

Here  I  could  live  and  d:t  alcne  ; 
Or  if  Society  be  due 
To  keep  our  tafte  of  Pleafure  new, 

GUNS  TO N,  Fd  live  and  die  with  you; 
For  both  our  Souls  are  one. 
VI. 
Here  we  could  fit  and  pafs  the  Hour, 
And  pity  Kingdoms,  and  their  Kings, 
And  fmile  at  all  their  mining  Things, 
Their  Toys  of  State,  and  Images  of  Power  ; 
Virtue  mould  dwell  within  our  Seat, 
Virtue  alone  could  make  it  fweet, 
Nor  is  her  felf  fecure,  but  in  a  clofe  Retreat. 
While  Ihe  withdraws  from  public  Praife 
En<vy  perhaps  would  ceafe  to  rail, 
Envy  itfelf  may  innocently  gaze 
At  Beauty  in  a  Vail : 

M  4  But 
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But  if  fiie  once  advance  to  Light, 
Her  Charms  are  loft  in  Envy's  Sight, 
And  Virtue  Hands  the  Mark  of  univerfal  Spight. 

T   O 

JOHN  HARTOPP,  Efq* 

NOW 

Sir  J  0  HN  HARTOPP,  Bart. 
tfbe  Difdain. 

HJRTOPP,  I  love  the  Soul  that  dares 
Tread  the  Temptations  of  his  Years 
Beneath  his  youthful  Feet: 
J  LEE  TWO  O  D  and  all  thy  heavenly  Line 
Look  thro*  the  Stars,  and  fmile  divine 

Upon  an  Heir  fo  great. 
Young  HARTOPP  knows  this  noble  Theme, 
That  the  wild  Scenes  of  bufy  Life, 
The  Noife,  th'  Amufements,  and  the  Strife 
Art  but  the  Vifions  of  the  Night, 
Gay  Phantoms  of  delufive  Light, 
Or  a  vexatious  Dream. 

II. 
Flefh  is  the  vileft  and  the  leaft 

Ingredient  of  our  Frame  : 
We're  born  to  live  above  the  Eeaft, 
Or  (pit  the  manly  Name. 

PIeafir.es 
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Fleafures  of  Senfe  we  leave  for  Boys ; 
Be  Aiming  Duft  the  Mifer's  Food  ; 
Let  Fancy  feed  on  Fame  and  Noiie, 
Souls  mult  purfue  diviner  Joys, 
And  feize  th'  Immortal  Good. 

T  Q 

MITIO,  my  Friend. 

An    EPISTLE. 

FORG  IV  E  me,  M  I T I O,  /Aaf  fltov  ^a/^  k  <™y 
mortifying  Lines  in  the  following  Poems  inferibed  to 
you,  fo  foon  after  your  Entrance  into  that  State  which  was 
dejignd  for  the  compleatcfi  Happinefs  on  Earth:  But  you 
will  quickly  difcover,  that  the  Mufe  in  the  firfi  Poem  only 
rebrefents  the  Shades  and  dark  Colours  that  Melancholy 
throws  upon  Love,  and  the  Social  Life;  In  the  fecond, 
perhaps  fhe  indulges-  her  own  bright  Ideas  a  little.  Yet  if 
the  Accounts  are  but  well  balanced  at  laf ,  and  Things  fet 
in  a  due  Light,  I  hope  there  is  no  Ground  for  Cevfure. 
Here  you  will  find  an  Attempt  made  to  talk  of  one  of  the 
mofi  important  Concerns  of  human  Nature  in  Verfe,  and 
that  with  a  Solemnity  becoming  the  Argument*  I  have  ba~ 
tnjhed  Grimace  and  Ridicule,  that  Per  fans  of  the  mofi  fe> 
fious  Character  may  read  without  Offence.  What  was 
written  federal  Tears  ago-  to  your  felf  is  now}  permitted  to 
entertain  the  World ;  but  you  may  ajfume  it  to  your  felf  as 
a  private  Entertainment  fill,  while  you  lie  concealed  bi- 
kini a  feigned  Name* 

m  5  m 
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The  Mourn; 

LI  F  E  's  a  ;  be  the  Stage, 

well  adorn'd  wit]  Machines, 

Ga;   I  .  s  many  : 

■a  He 
2th  fatal  Purpoie ; 

:;:  thoufand  Arrows 

:ta;,  Dileafe  and  De:- 
;  pointed  Plagues  fly  iilent  thro'  the  Air 
i  twangs  the  Bow,  yet  iure  and  deep  q& 

er  little  Part  alone, 

e  thro'  all  the  Storm,  and  more  fecure  ; 
; .  and  her  Breaft  receives 
A  I  uts      Ci  Bur,  O  my  lov'd  MariUa> 
-.:.  or.ee  my  Friend,  (Diantie  cries) 
"  Ho  v.  m  W  exposed  !  Thy  growing  Soul 

*<  Doubled  in  i  in  Children, 

:  for  all  the  Mir: 
li  That  rove  promifcuous  o'er  the  mortal  Stage  : 

l:mbs,  thole  tendereft  Pieces 
,  thofe  little  other  Selves, 
■late  the  Heart  to  wide  Dimeniions, 
*'  And  i'ofren  every  Fibre  to  improve 
"  The  Mother's  fad  Capacity  of  Pain ! 

':  I  mount. 
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"  I  mourn  Fidelia  too  :  tho'  Heaven  has  cho.e 

i;  A  Favourite  Mate  for  I  Sex 

"  The  Pride  and  Mower  :  Be  ely  Pair, 

<f  Beyond  Ejqneffion,  if  v.  eh  mingled  I : 

M  And  Woes  wdl-iiii  ::•  c  out 

"  Araidft  the  ragged  Cares  of  Life  behold 

"  The  F  \"ame:? 

"  That  fpread  his  Title,   arid  tkrt 

"  Of  common  WieJ 

"  To  mnltif 

*  Renews  the  I 

<;  There  no:  a  Wound  aJ 

k>  Cf  his  fair  Parmer,  c:  win, 

i(  [Sweet  I  at  we-ces  to 

<•'  St:;.  -  Power,  O  Love  !  v 

4'  And  Arteries, 

"  Arc  :o  a  Lover's  Hi 

w  By  *t  Strinj 

"  We  pot 

M  To  break  the  Ties  of  Nature  and  of 

c;  The 

B  :  tneir  :h 

*  Reciprocal  give  em 

u  In  all  the  Bitten  ana  the  Sweets  of 

w  Thrice  fa  knew 

:.  of  Lew:  our  Souk, 

u  And  Pain  had  nevei  i 

Th;  :   try 

The  I  wiment.     Oft  t 

And  cf;  Narciffus7  Rifafc  of  I 

6  tori 
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Luring  her  Eyes  with  Trifles  dipt  in  Gold, 

And  the  gzy  filken  Bondage.     Firm  ihe  ftoodr 

And  bold  repuls'd  the  bright  Temptation  ilill, 

Nor  put  the  Chains  on  ;  Dangerous  to  try, 

And  hard  to  be  difTolv'd.    Yet  riling  Tears 

Sate  on  her  Eye -lids,,  while  her  Numbers  flow'd 

Harmonious  Sorrow  ;.  and  the  pitying  Drops 

Stole  down  her  Cheeks,  to  mourn  the  haplefs  State 

Of  mortal.  Love.     Love,  thou  beft  Blemngfent, 

To  foften  Life,  and  make  our  Iron  Cares 

Eafy  :.  But  thy  own  Cares  of  fofter  kind 

Give  fharper  Wounds  i  They  lodge  too  near  the  Hearty  t 

Beat,,  like  the  Pulfe,  perpetual,  and  create 

A  ftrange  uneafy  Senfe,  a  tempting  Pain, 

Say,  my  Companion  M IT 10y  fpeak  fincers, 
(Tor  thou  art  learned  now)  what  anxious  Thoughts^ 
What  kind  Perplexities  tumultuous  rife, 
If  but  the  Abfence  of  a  Day  divide 
Thee  from  thy  fair  beloved  !  Vainly  fmiles 
The  chearful  S  un,  and  Night  with  radiant  Eyes 
Twinkles  in  vain  :  The  Region  of  thy  Soul 
Is  Darkners,  till  thy  better  Star  appear. 
Tell  me,  what  Toil,  what  Torment  to  fuftain 
The  rolling  Burden  of  the  tedious  Hours  ? 
The  tedious  Hours  are  Ages.     Fancy  roves  .>: 

lUftlefs  in  fond  Enquiry,  nor  believes 
Qhartffa  fafe  :   Chariffa,  in  whofe  Life 
Thy  Life  confiils,  and  in  her  Comfort  thine* 
Tear  and  Surmifc  put  on  a  thousand  Forma 
Of  dear  Difcjuietude,  and  round  thine  Ears 
* 

WIiHpt? 
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Whifper  ten  thoufand  Dangers,  endlefs  Woes, 
Till  thy  Frame  fhudders  at  her  fancy'd  Death ; 
Then  dies  my  M  IT  I  07  and  his  Blood  creeps  cold 
Thro'  every  Vein.     Speak,  does  the  Stranger- M life 
Caft  happy  Guefles  at  the  unknown  PafTion, 
Or  has  me  fabled  all  ?  Inform  me,  Friend, 
Are  half  thy  Joys  fmcere  ?  Thy  Hopes  fulfilTd* 
Orfruflrate  ?  Here  commit  thy  fecret  Griefs 
To  faithful  Ears,  and  be  they  bury'd  here 
In  Friendihip  and  Oblivion  ;  left,  they  fpoil- 
Thy  new-born  Pleafures  with  diftafteful  Gall. 
Nor  let  thine  Eye  too  greedily  drink  in? 
The  frightful  Profpecl,  when  untimely  Death 
Shall  make  wild  Inroads  on  a  Parent's  Heart, 
And  his  dear  Offspring  to  the  cruel  Grave 
Are  dragg'd  in  fad  SuccelTion,  while  his  Soul 
Is  torn  away  Piece-Meal :  Thus  dies  the  Wretcfo 
A  various  Death,  and  frequent,  e'er  he  quit 
The  Theatre,.,  and  make  his  £xit  final, 

But  if  his  deareft  Half,  his  faithful  Mate 
Survive,  and  in  the  fweeteft  faddeft  Airs 
Of  Love  and  Grief,  approach  with  trembling  Hand1 
To  clofe  his  fwimming  Eyes,  what  double  Pangs, 
What  Racks,  what  Twinges  rend  his  Heart-ftrings  off 
From  the  Fair  Bofom  of  that  Fellow-Dove 
He  leaves  behind  to  mourn  \  What  Jealous  Cares 
Hang  on  his  parting  Soul,,  to  think  his  Love 
Expos1  d  to  wild  Oppreftion,  and  the  Herd 
Of  favage  Men  ?  So  parts  the  dying  Turtle 
With  fobbing.  Accents^  with  fuch  fad  Regret 

Leaver 
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Leaves  his  kind  feathered  Mate :  The  Widow-Bird 
Wanders  in  lonefome  Shades,  forgets  her  Food, 
Forgets  her  Life  ;  or  falls  a  fpeedier  Prey 
To  talon'd  Faulcons,  and  the  crooked  Beak 
Of  Hawks  athirfl  for  Blood ■■ 


The  Second  PART:   or 
The  bright  Vijion. 

THUS  far  theMufe,  in  unaccuftom'd  Mood,. 
And  Strains  unpleafmg  to  a  Lover's  Ear, 
Indulg'd  a  Gloom  of  Thought ;  and  thus  fhe  fang 
Partial ;  for  Melancholfs  hateful  Form 
Stood  by  in  fable  Robe  :  The  penfive  Mufe 
Survey'd  the  darkfome  Scenes  of  Life,  and  fought 
Some  bright  relieving  Glimpfe,  fome  cordial  Ray 
In  the  fair  World  of  Love :  But  while  fhe  gaz'd 
Delightful  on  the  State  of  Twin-born  Souls 
United,  blefs'd,  the  cruel  Shade  apply'd 
A  dark  long  Tube,  and  a  falfe  tinclur'd  Glafs 
Deceitful ;  blending  Love  and  Life  at  once 
In  Darknefs,  Chaos,  and  the  common  Mafs 
Of  Mifery :  Now  Urania  feels  the  Cheat, 
And  breaks  the  hated  Optic  in  Difdain. 
Swift  vaniQies  the  fullen  Form,  and  lo 
The  Scene  mines  bright  with  blifs :  Behold  the  Place 
Where  Mifchiefs  never  fly,  Cares  never  come 
With  wrinkled  Brow,  norAnguifh,  norDifeafe, 

No* 
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Nor  Malice  forky-tongu'd.     On  this  dear  Spot, 
MI  T 10,  my  Love  would  fix  and  plant  thy  Station 
To  aft  thy  Part  of  life,  ferene  and  bleft 
With  the  fair  Confort  fitted  to  thy  Heart. 

Sure  'tis  a  Vifion  of  that  happy  Grove 
Where  the  firft  Authors  of  our  mournful  Race 
LivM  in  fweet  Partnership  !  one  Hour  they  liv'd, 
But  changed  the  tailed  Blifs  (imprudent  Pair ! ) 
For  Sin,  and  Shame,  and  this  wafle  Wildernefs 
Of  Briars,  and  nine  hundred  Years  of  Pain. 
The  wifhing  Mufe  new-dreffes  the  fair  Garden 
Amid  this  Defart- World,  with  budding  Blifs, 
And  Ever-Greens,  and  Balms,  and  flow'ry  Beauties 
Without  one  dangerous  Tree  ;  There  heavenly  Dews 
Nightly  descending  mail  impearl  the  Grafs 
And  verdant  Herbage  ;  Drops  of  Fragrancy 
Sit  trembling  on  the  Spires :  The  fpicy  Vapours 
Rife  with  the  Dawn,  and  thro'  the  Air  diffused 
Salute  your  waking  Senfes  with  Perfume  : 
While  vital  Fruits  with  their  Ambrofial  Juice 
Renew  Life's  purple  Flood  and  Fountain,  pure 
From  vicious  Taint ;  and  with  your  Innocence 
Immortalize  the  Strufture  of  your  Clay. 
On  this  new  Paradife  the  cloudlefs  Skies 
Shall  fmile  perpetual,  while  the  Lamp  of  Day 
With  Flames  unfully'd,   (as  the  fabled  Torch 
Of  Hymen )  meafures  out  your  golden  Hours 
Along  his  Azure  Road.     The  nuptial  Moon 
In  milder  Rays  ferene,  ihould  nightly  rife 
Full-orb'd  ( if  Heaven  and  Nature  will  indulge 

Sd 
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So  fair  an  Emblem)  big  with  Silver  joys, 

And  ftiH  forget  her  Wane.     The  feather'd  Choir 

Warbling  their  Maker's  Praife  on  early  Wing, 

Or  perch' d  on  Evening-Bough,  lhall  join  your  Worfhip^ 

Join  your  fvveet  Vefpers,  and  the  Morning  Song. 

O  facred  Symphony  f  Hark,  thro'  the  Grorz 
I  hear  the  Sound  Divine  !  I'm  all  Attention, 
All  Ear,  all  Exeafy  ;  unknown  Delight ! 
And  the  fair  Mufe  proclaims  the  Heav'n  below. 

Not  the  Seraphic  Minds  of  high  Degree 
Difdain  Converfe  with  Men  :  Again  returning 
I  fee  th'  Ethereal  Hoft  on  downward  Wing.. 
Lo,  at  the  Eaftern  Gate  young  Cherubs  ftand 
Guardians,  commiilion'd  to  convey  their  Joys 
To  earthly  Lovers.     Go,  ye  happy  Pair, 
Go  tafie  their  Banquet,  learn  the  nobler  Pleafures 
Supernal,  and  from  brutal  Dregs  refin'd, 
Raphael  (hall  teach  thee,  Friend,  exalted  Thoughts 
And  intellectual  Blifs.     'Twas  Raphael  taught 
The  Patriarch  of  our  Progeny  th1  Affairs 
Of  Heaven  :  (So  Milion  fmgs,  enlightned  Bard! 
Nor  mifs'd  his  Eyes,  when  in  fublimeft  Strain 
The  Angel's  great  Narration  he  repeats 
To  Albion  $  Soils  high  favour'd )  Thou  (halt  kam 
Celeftial  Lelfoas  from  his  awful  Tongue  y 
And  with  foft  Grace  and  interwoven  Loves 
{  Grateful  Digreflion )  all  his  Words  rehearfe 
To  thy  Chariffas  Ear,  and  charm  her  Souh 
Thus  with  divine  Difcourfe,  in  fhady  Bowers 


0/ 
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Of  Eden,  our  firft  Father  entertain'd 
Eve  his  fole  Auditrefs ;  and  deep  Difpute 
With  conjugal  CarefTes  on  her  Lip 
Solv'd  eafy,  and  abftrufeft  Thoughts  reveaPd. 

Now  the  Day  wears  apace,  now  M 171 0  come: 
From  his  bright  Tutor,  and  finds  out  his  Mate. 
Behold  the  dear  AfTociates  feated  low 
On  humble  Turf,  with  Rofe  and  Myrtle  ftrow'd  ; 
But  high  their  Conference  I  how  felf-fuffic'd 
Lives  their  Eternal  Maker,  girt  around 
With  Glories :  arnVd  with  Thunders  ;  and  his  Throne" 
Mortal  Accefs  forbids,  projecting  far 
Splendors  unfufferable  and  radiant  Death. 
With  Reverence  and  Abafement  deep  they  fall 
Before  his  Sovereign  Majefty,  to  pay 
Due  Worihip  :  Then  his  Mercy  on  their  Souls 
Smiles  with  a  gentler  Ray*-  but  Sovereign  ftill ; 
And  leads  their  Meditation  and"  Difcourfe 
Long  Ages  backward,  and  acrofs  the  Seas 
To  Bethlehem  of  Judah :  There  the  Son, 
The  filial  Godhead,  Character  exprefs 
Of  Brightnefs  inexpreflib!er  laid  by 
His  beamy  Robes,  and  made  Defcent  to  EartJ> 
Sprung  from  the  Sons  of  Adam  he  became 
A  fecond  Father,  ftudious  to  regain 
Loft  Paradife  for  Men,  and  purchafe  Heav'n. 

The  Lovers  with  Indearment  mutual  thus 
Promiicuous  talk'd,  and  Queftions  intricate 
Kis  manly  Judgment  ftill  refolv'd,,  and  ftill 

Hel* 
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Held  her  Attention  fix'd  :  ihe  muiing  fat 

On  the  fweet  mention  of  Incarnate  Love, 

Till  Rapture  wak'd  her  Voice  to  fofteft  Strains. 

fl  She  fang  the  Infant  God ;  ( myflerious  Theme  ? ) 

"  How  vile  his  Birth-place,  and  his  Cradle  vile  ! 

*'  The  Ox  and  Afs  his  mean  Companions ;  there 

**  In  Habit  vile  the  Shepherds  flock  around, 

"  Saluting  the  great  Mother,  and  adore 

"  If-aeVs  anointed  King,  the  appokted  Heir 

"  Of  the  Creation.     How  dfehas'd  he  lies 

M  Beneath  his  Regal  State  ;  for  thee,  my  MIT109 

"  Dcbas'd  in  fervile  Form  ;  but  Angeis  ftobd 

"  Miniftring  round  their  Charge  with  folded  Wings 

*'  Obfeqaious,  tho'  unfeen -J  while  livfitfome  Hours 

*'  FulfilPd  the  Day,  and  the  grey  Evening  rofe. 

u  Then  the  fair  Guardians  hov'ring  o'er  his  Head 

"  Wakeful  all  Night,  drive  the  foul  Spirits  far, 

"  And  with  their  fanning  Pinions  purge  the  Air 

u  From  bufy  Phantoms,  from  infectious  Damps, 

"  And  impure  Taint ;  while  their  Ambrofial  Plumes 

"  A  dewy  Slumber  on  his  Senfes  fhed. 

"  Alternate  Hymns  the  heavenly  Watchers  fung 

"  Melodious,  foothing  the  furrounding  Shades, 

*(  And  kept  the  Darknefs  chafle  and  holy.     Then 

"  Midnight  was  charm'd,  and  all  her  gazing  Eyes 

"  Wonder'd  to  fee  their  mighty  Maker  fleep. 

**  Behold  the  Glooms  difperfe,  the  rofy  Morn 

"  Smiles  in  the  Eafi  with  Eye-lids  opening  fair, 

"  But  not  fo  fair  as  Thine  5  O  I  could  fold  Thee, 

"  My  young  Almighty,  my  Creator-Babe, 

*'  For  ever  in  thefe  Arms !  For  ever  dwell 

"  Upon. 
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"  Upon  thy  lovely  Form  with  gazing  Joy, 

<<  And  every  Pulfe  fhould  beat  Seraphic  Love ! 

"  Around  my  Seat  mould  crouding  Cherubs  come 

"  With  fvvift  Ambition,  zealous  to  attend 

"  Their  Prince,  and  form  a  Heav'n  below  the  Sky, 

"  Forbear,  Char  iff  a,  O  forbear  the  Thought 
«  Of  Female-Fondnefs,  and  forgive  the  Ma.n 
"  That  interrupts  fuch  melting  Harmony  ! 
Thus  MIT  10  1  and  awakes  her  nobler  Powers 
To  pay  juft  Worfhip  to  the  facred  King, 
JESUS,  the  God  ;  nor  with  Devotion  pure 
Mix  the  Careffes  of  her  fofter  Sex  ; 
(Vain  Blandifhment )  "  Come,  turn  iHine  Eyes  afide 
"  From  Beth  IS  em,  and  climb  up  the  doleful  Steep 
"  Of  bloody  Cafo-ry,  where  naked  Sculls 
€t  Pave  the  fad  Road,  and  fright  the  Traveller. 
"  Can  my  Beloved  bear  to  trace  the  Feet 
M  Of  her  Redeemer  panting  up  the  Hill 
«  Hard  burden'd  ?  Can  thy  Heart  attend  his  Crofs  ? 
M  NaiPd  to  the  cruel  Wood  he  groans,  he  dies, 
"  For  thee  he  dies.     Beneath  thy  Sins  and  mine 
f l  (Horrible  Load  ! )  the  iinful  Saviour  groans, 
"  And  in  fierce  Anguifh  of  his  Soul  expires, 
"  Adoring  Angels  pry  with  bending  Head 
"  Searching  the  deep  Contrivance,  and  admire 
"  This  Infinite  Defign.     Here  Peace  is  made 
"  'Twixt  God  the  Sovereign,  and  the  Rebel  Man: 
"  Here  Satan  overthrown  with  all  his  Holts 
u  In  fecond  Ruin  rages  and  defpairs  ; 
M  Malice  it  felf  defpairs.     The  Captive  Prey 

"  Long 
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**  Long  held  in  Slavery  hopes  a  fweet  Releafe, 

u  And  Adan?%  ruin'd  Of^pilng  fhall  revive 

di  Thus  ranfbm'd  from  the  greedy  Jaws  of  Death. 

The  fair  Difciple  heard  ;  her  Paffions  move 
Harmonious  to  the  great  Difcourfe,  and  breathe 
Refin'd  Devotion:  while  new  Smiles  of  Love 
Repay  her  Teacher.     Both  With  bended  Knees 
Read  o'er  the  Covenant  of  Eternal  Life 
Brought  down  to  Men  ;  feal'd  by  the  facred  Three 
In  Heav'n  ;  and  feal'd  oa  Earth  with  God's  own  Blood* 
Here  they  unite  their  Names  again-,  and  fign 
Thofe  peaceful  Articles.     ( Hail,  bleft  Co-heirs 
Celeftial  !   Ye  mall  grow  to  manly  Age, 
And  fpite  of  Earth  and  Hell,  in  feafon  due 
Poftefs  the  fair  Inheritance  above.) 
With  joyous  Admiration  they  furvey 
The  Gofpel  Treafures  infinite,  unfed* 
By  mortal  Eye,  by  mortal  Ear  unheard, 
And  unconceiv'd  by  Thought :  Riches  Divine 
And  Honours  which  the  Almighty  Father-Go  d 
Pour'd  with  immenfe  Profufion  on  his  Son, 
High-Treafurer  of  Heaven.     The  Son  bellows 
The  Life,  the  Love,  the  Bleffing,  and  the  Joy 
On  Bankrupt  Mortals  who  believe  and  love 
His  Name.     "  Then,  my  Chariffa,  all  is  thine. 
*#  And  thine,  my  MIT I09  the  fai-r  Saint  replies, 
"  Lifer  Death,  the  World  below,  and  Worlds  on  high, 
•«  And  Place,  and  Time,  are  ours  ;  and  Things  to  comc> 
w  And  paft,  and  prefent,  for  our  Intereft  Hands 
•*  Firm  in  our  Myftic  Head,   the  Title  fure. 
**  Tlfi  for  our  Health  and  fweet  Refreshment,  while 
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*  We  fojourn  Strangers  here)  the  fruitful  Earth 
"  Bears  plenteous  ;  and  revolving  Seafons  ftill 
€i  Drefs  her  vail  Globe  in  various  Ornament. 
"  For  us  this  chearful  Sun  and  chearful  Light 
**  Diurnal  mine.     This  blue  Expanfe  of  Sky 
u  Hangs,  a  rich  Canopy  above  our  Heads 
"  Covering  our  Slumbers,  all  with  ftarry  Gold 
f  Inwrought,  when  Night  alternates  her  Return, 
'*  For  us  Time  ..ears  his  Wings  out :  Nature  keeps 
M  Her  Wheels  in  Motion  :  and  her  Fabrick  ftands, 
"  Glories  beyond  our  Ken  of  mortal  Sight 
"  Are  now  preparing,  and  a  Manfion  fair 
**  Awaits  us.,  where  the  Saints  unbody'd  live. 
M  Spirits  releas'd  from  Clay,  and  purg'd  from  Sin ; 
-l  Thither  cur  Hearts  with  molt,  incefiant  Wifh 
*'  Panting  afpire  ;  when  fnall  that  deareil  Hour 
"  Shine  and  rekafe  us  hence,  and  bear  us  high, 
"  Bear  us  at  once  unfever'd  to  our  better  Home? 

O  ble£  connubial  State  1  G  happy  Pair, 
Envy'd  by  yet  unfociated  Souls 
Who  feek  their  faithful  Twins !  Your  Pleafures  rife 
Sweet  as  the  Morn,  advancing  as  the  Day, 
Fervent  as  glorious  Noon    ierenely  calm 
As  Summer-Evenings.     The  vile  Sons  of  Earth 
Groveling  in  Dull  with  all  their  noify  Jars 
Pveftlefs,  fhall  interrupt  your  joys  no  more 
Than  barking  Animals  affright  the  Moon 
Sublime,  and  riding  in  her  iviidnight  Way. 
Friendihip  and  Love  fhall  undiftinguinYd  reign 
O'er  all  your  Paffions  with  unrivaTd  Sway 

Mutual 
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Mutual  and  everlafling  :  Friendfhip  knows 

No  Property  in  Good,  but  all  Things  common 

That  each  poffefles,  as  the  Light  or  Air 

In  which  we  breathe  and  live  :  There's  not  one  Thought' 

Can  lurk  in  cloie  Referve,  no  Barriers  hVd, 

But  every  PaiTage  open  as  the  Day 

To  one  another's  Breaft,  and  inmoft  Mind. 

Thus  by  Communion  your  Delight  fhall  grow, 

Thus  Streams  of  mingled  Blifs  fwell  higher  as  they  flow, 

Thus  Angels  mix  their  Flames,  and  more  divinely  glow. 


■] 

f.    J 


The  Third  P  A  R  T  :  or 
The  Account  balanced. 

I. 

SHOULD  Sovereign  Love  before  me  ftand, 
With  all  his  Train  of  Pomp  and  State, 
And  bid  the  daring  Mufe  relate 
His  Comforts  and  his  Cares ; 
MIT 10,  I  would  not  afk  the  Sand 
For  Metaphors  t'  exprefs  their  Weight, 
Nor  borrow  Numbers  from  the  Stars. 
Thy  Cares  and  Comforts,  fovereign  Love, 
Vaftly  out-weigh  the  Sund  below, 
And  to  a  larger  Audit  grow 
Than  all  the  Stars  above. 
Thy  mighty  Loffes  and  thy  Gains 
Are  their  own  mutual  Meafures ; 

Only 
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Only  the  Man  that  knows  thy  Pains 
Can  reckon  up  thy  Pleafures. 
II. 

Say,  Damon,  fay,  how  bright  the  Scene, 

Damon  is  half-divinely  blelt, 
Leaning  his  Head  on  his  Florellah  Breafl 
Without  a  jealous  Thought,  or  bufy  Care  between : 

Then  the  fweet  Paflions  mix  and  mare  ; 

Florella  telis  thee  all  her  Heart, 
Nor  can  thy  SouPs  remotefl  Part 
Conceal  a  Thought  or  Wifh  from  the  beloved  Fair. 

Say,  what  a  Pitch  thy  Pleafures  fly* 
When  Friendfnip  all-fmcere  grows  up  to  Ecftacy 
Nor  Self  contrails  the  Blifs,'  nor  Vice  pollutes  the  Joy. 

While  thy  dear  Offspring  round  thee  fit, 
Or  fporting  innocently  at  thy  Feet 
Thy  kindefl  Thoughts  engage  : 

Thofe  little  Images  of  Thee, 

What  pretty  Toys  of  Youth  they  be, 
And  growing  Props  of  Age  ! 
III. 
But  fhort  is  earthly  Blifs !  The  changing  Wind 

Blows  from  the  fickly  South,  and  brings 
Malignant  Fevers  on  its  fjltry  Wings, 

Relentlefs  Death  fits  clofe  behind  : 
Now  gafping  Infants,  and  a  Wife  in  Tears, 

With  piercing  Groans  falutes  his  Ears, 
Thro'  every  Vein  the  thrilling*  Torments  roll  y 

While. Sweet  and  Bitter  are  at  Strife     i 

In  thofe  dear  Miferies  of  Life, 
Thofe  tenderefi  Pieces  of  his  bleeding  Soul , 
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The  pleafing  Senfe  of  Love  awhile 
Ivlixt  with  the  Heart  ake  may  the  Pain  beguik, 

And  make  a  feeble  Fight : 
Till  Sorrows  like  a  gloomy  Deluge  rife, 

Then  every  fmiling  Paffion  dies, 

And  hope  alone  with  wakeful  Eyes 
Darkling  and  folitary  waits  the  flow-returning  Light. 

>m 

Here  then  let  my  Ambition  reft, 
May  I  be  moderately  bleft 
When  I  the  Laws  of  Love  obey-: 
Let  but  my  Pleafure  and  my  Pain 
In  equal  Balance  ever  reign, 
Or  mount  by  7urns  and  fink  again, 
And  (hare  juft  Meafures  of  alternate  Sway. 
So  Damon  lives,  and  ne'er  complains ; 
Scarce  can  we  hope  divider  Scenes 

On  this  dull  Stage  of  Clay  : 
The  Tribes  beneath  the  Northern  Bear 
Submit  to  Darknefs  half  the  Year, 

Since  half  the  Year  is  Day. 

On  the  Death  of  the  Duke  of  Gloucefter,  juft 
after  Mr.  Dry  den.     \yoo. 

An    EPIGRAM. 

DR  YD  E  N  is  dead,  DRTDEN  alone  could  /ing 
The  full-grown  Glories  of  a  future  King. 
Now  GLOSTER  dies :  Thus  leffer  Heroes  live 
By  that  immortal  Breath  that  Poets  give  j 

And 
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And  fcarce  Survive  the  Mufc  :  But  W1L  L  I  AM  Hands, 
Nor  a&s  his  Honours  from  the  Poet's  Hands. 
IV I L  L I  AM  fliall  ftine  without  2.  D  R  TDEN's  Praife, 
Hib  Laurels  are  not  grafted  on  the  Bays. 

An  Epigram  of  Martial  to  Cirinns. 

Sic  tua^  Cirini,  promas  Epigrammata  vulgo 
Ul  me  cum  pojjis^   &c. 

InfcribM  to  Mr.  JOS  I  AH  HQRf.   1694. 
Nov/  Lord  Bifhop  of  Kilmore  in  Ireland. 

Q\  O  fraooth  your  Numbers,  Friend,  your  Verfe  fo  Tweet, 
O  So  (harp  the  jeft,  and  yet  the  Turn  fo  neat, 
Lt  with  her  Martial  Rome  would  place  Cirine, 
:  would  prefer  your  Senfe  and  Thought  to  mine, 
modeil  you  decline  the  publick  Stage, 
To  fix  your  Friend  alo::e  amidft  th'  applauding  Age, 
So  Maro  did  ;  the  mighty  Maro  fings  •         "\ 

In  vaft  Heroic  Notes  of  vafi  Heroic  Things,  > 

Arid  leaves  the  Ode  to  dance  upon  his  Flaccus  Strings,    jk 
He  fcorn'd  to  daunt  the  dear  Horatian  Lyre, 
Tho'  his  brave  Genius  flafh'd  Pindaric  Fire, 
And  at  his  Will  could  iilence  all  the  Lyric  Quire. 
So  to  his  Varius  he  refgn'd  the  Praife 
Of  the  proud  Bufkin  and  the  Tragic  Bay?, 
When  he  could  thunder  with  a  loftier  \  ein9 
And  fmg  of  Gods  and  Heroes  in  a  bolder  Strain. 

A  handfome  Treat,  a  Piece  of  Gold,  or  fo, 
And  Compliments  will  every  Friend  bellow  > 
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Rareiy  a  Virgil,  a  Cirine  we  meet. 

Who  lays  his  Laurels  at  inferior  Feet. 

And  yields  the  tendereil  Point  of  Honour,  Wit. 

EPISTOLA 
Fratri  flio  dilefto  R.  FA    1  IV.    S.  P.  D. 

URSUM  tuas,  amande  Frater,  accept  Literal, 
ecdem  fortafse  mo  merit  o,  quo  me&  ad  te  per<vene- 
runt  ;  idemqus  qui  te  fcribentem  <vidit  Dies,  meum  ad  Epi- 
flolare  mun^s  excita<vit  Calarnum  ;  non  Inane  eft  inter  nos 
Frattrnum  No?nen,  unicus  enim  Spirit  us  710s  intiis  animat, 
agitquc,  &  Concordes  in  ambobus  efficit  fnotus :  O  utinam 
ere  feat  ind'es,  &  n)igej-  at  mutua  Char  it  as  ',  faxit  Deiu, 
tit  Amor  Jut  nofira  intendat  CSf  deflect  peclora,  tunc 
etenim  &  aliernis  pura>  dmicitite  Jlammis  erga  nos  in- 
<vtcem  Drcinum  in  modum  ardebimus  ;  Contemplemur  Je- 
ium  nrftrum,  Ccekfte  Mud  eff  adorandum  Exemplar  Charm 
taiir>.    hU  ejt. 

QJJ  I  quondam  asterno  delapfus  ab  zEthere  Vultus 
Ihduit  Kurnanos,  ut  pofiet     ^rpcre  nofbas 
(Heu  miferas)  fiifferre  vices ;  fponforis  obivit 
lia,  &  in  {cfe  clabuh-z  maledi&a  Minacis 
(  ..it,  &  fceleris  poenas  hominifque  reatum. 

Ecce  jice  defertus  huroi,  diitufus  in  herbam 
Integer,  innocuas  verms  fua  fidera  Paimas 

cidttm  attollcrts  vuitum,  nee  ad  ofcula  Patris 
Amplexus  folitofve  ;  Artus  nudatas  amidu 
Sidcreos,  &  fponte  fmum  patefa&us  ad  Iras 

2  Numinis 
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Numinis  armati.    Pater,  hie  infige  *  fagittas, 
*4  Haec,  ait,    iratum  forbebunt  Fedora  ferrum, 
•*  Abluat  JE  there  us  mortalia  Crirnina  Sanguis. 

Dixit,  &  horrendum  fremuere  tonitrua  Cceli 
Infenfufque  Deus ;  (quern  jam  pofuilTe  paternum 
Mufa  queri  vellet  nomen,  fed  &  ipfa  fragores 
Ad  tantos  pavefacta  filet, )  Jam  diiEIit  Mther, 
Pandunturque  fores,  ubi  duro  Carcere  regnat, 
Ira,  &  Poenarum  Thefauros  miile  coercet, 
Inde  ruunt  gravidi  vefano  Sulphure  Nimbi, 
Centuplicifque  volant  contorta  volumiua  Fiamma* 
In  Caput  immeritum  ;.  diro  hie  fab  Pondere  preffus 
Reftat,  compreiTos  dumque  ardens  expl:cat  artus 
-f  Purpureo  veftes  tin&as  fudore  madefcunt. 
Nee  tarn  en  infando  Vindex  Regit?  a  labori 
Segnius  incumbit,  fed  laffos  increpat  Ignes 
Acriter,  &  fomno  languentem  fufcitat  ||  Enfem  : 
¥  Surge,  age,  Divinum  pete  Pectus,  &  imbue  facro 
"  Fiumine  mucronem  ;  Vos  hinc,  mea  fpicula,  late 
iC  Ferrea  per  totum  difpergite  tormina  Chrifiumt 
'"  Immenium  tolerare  valet ;  ad  p^ndera  Poena? 
M  Suftentanda  hominem  iuffulciet  Incola  N  u  m  e  n« 
"  Et  tu  facra  Decas  Legum,  Violata  Tabella, 
"  Ebibe  vindictam  ;  vaila  fatiabere  casde, 
**  Mortalis  Cu'pag  penfabit  dedecus  ingens 
f*  Permiitus  Dekate  Cruor. — 

Sic  fata,  immki  cootorquet  Vulnera  dextra 
Dilaniatque  finus  ;  fanili  penetralia  Cordis 

*  Job  iv,  6,  -f  Luke  xxii.  44,  |j  Zcch,  xii\  7, 
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P^nduntur,  fzevis  avidus  Dolor  involat  ali?, 
Atque  audax  Mentem  fcrutator,  &  Ilia  mordet  ; 
Interea  Servator  *  ovat,  Vidorque  Doloris 
Eminet,  Illuilri  f  perfufus  Membra  Cruore, 
Exultatque  mifer  fieri ;  nam  fortius  ilium 
Urget  Patris  Honos,  &  non  vincenda  Voluptas 
Servandi  miferos  Sontes  ;  O  nobilis  Ardor 
Poenarum !  O  quid  non  Mojtalia  Pe&ora  cogis 
Durus  Amor  ?   Quid  non  Cseleftia  ? 

At  fuhjidat  Pbantajta,  <vanefcant  Imagines  ;  nefcio  quo  me 
proripuit  amens  Mufa  :  VgIui  quatuor  line  as  pedibus  aftrin* 
g?re,  &  ecce !  numeri  crefcunt  in  immenfum  ;  durnque  conci- 
tato  Genio  laxwvi  ftsena,  <vereor  ne  juvenilis  impetus 
^heohgiam  laferit,  fesf  audax  nimis  hnaginatio.  Hen  a*l- 
lata  cji  ad  me  Eplftola  indicans  Matrem  meliufcule  fe  babe- 
re,  licet  ignis  febrilis  non  prorfus  defer uit  mortale  ejus  Dorni- 
cilium.  Plura  <voiui,  fed  turgidi  &  crefcentes  -jcrfus  ?20~ 
Ittere  plura ,  &  coarciarunt  fcriptionis  Li  mites.  Vale  ami- 
es fraier>  &  in  jladio  Pieiatis  &f  Artis  mediae  Jirenuus 
de-L  urre*  r 

Datum  a  Mufeo  meo  Londini  xvt0  Kalend.  Febr. 

Anno  Salutis  ci3iDCXcm. 
*  Col.  ii.   15.  -f  Luc.  xxii.   24. 

Fratris  E.   W.  ohm  navigaturo. 

S/pt,  3o.  5691. 
FELIX,  pede  profpcro 
I  Frater,  Trabe  pinea 
Sulces  /Equora  ccerula 
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Qu?e  tuto  reditura  fint. 

Non  te  roonfira  Natantia 
Ponti  Carnivorse  Ircolce 
PraeJenrur  Rate  naufraga. 

Navis,  Tu  tibi  creditunp 
Fratrem  dimidium  mei 
Salruxn  fer  per  inhofpita 
Poiiti  Regna,  per  avios. 
1  radius,  &  liquidum  Chaos. 
Nee  te  forbeat  borrida 
Syrtis,  nee  Scopulus  minax 
Rumpat  roboreum  lams. 
Cap  tent  mitia  flamina 
Antennae  ;  &  Zephyri  levels 
Dent  Portam  placidum  tibi. 

Tu,  qui  flumina,  qui  vagos 
Fluftus  Oceani  regis, 
Et  faevum  Boream  domas. 
Da  fratri  faciles  vias, 
Et  fratrem  reducem  fuis. 

Ad  Rcverendum  Virum 

T>mJOHANNEM  P  INHORNE, 

Fidum  Adolefcentiae  mere  Praeceptorem. 
Pindar  lei  Car  minis  Specimen*     1694. 


E 


1. 

T  te,  PI  NORN  I,  Miifa  Tri/artum 
Salutat,  ardens  difcipulam  tuant 
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Grate  fateri :  nunc  Athenas, 

Nunc  Latias  per  amcenitates 
Tuto  pererrans  te  recolit  Ducem, 
Te  quondam  teneros  &  Ebraia  per  alpera  greffus 
Non  dura  duxiiTe  manu. 
Tuo  patefcunt  lumJne  Thelpii 
Campi  atque  ad  arcem  Pierid^n  iter  : 
En  altus  aflurgens  Homer  us 
Anna  Decfque  Virofque  mifcens 
Occupat  ^Ethereum  Parnalii  culmen  :  Homeri 

Imsnenfos  flupeo  manes 

Te,  Maro,  dulce  canens  iylvas,  te  bella  fonantem 
Ardua,  da  veniam  tenui  venerare  Camcena  : 
Tuasque  accipias,   Thelane  Vates, 
Debita  Thura  Lyras. 
Vcbis,  magna  Trias !  clarhTima  Nomina,  Temper 
Scrinia  noflro  patent,  &  Pedora  noftra  patebunt, 
Quum  mihi  cunque  levem  concefTerit  otia  &  horam 
Divina  Mojis  pagina. 

ir. 

Flaccus  ad  hanc  Triadem  ponatur,  at  ipfa  padendas 
Deponat  Veneres  :  venias,  fed  *  funis  iff  infons 
Ut  te  collaudew,  dum  .fordes  iff  mala  lufra 
Ablutus,  Venujine,  canis  ridefve.    Recifa? 
Hac  lege  accedant  Satyrae  Jwvenahs,  amari 
Terrores  vitiorum.     At  longe  caecus  abeffet 
Perfius,  obfcurus  Vates,  nifi  lumina  circum- 
-fiifa  forent,  Sphingifque  acnigmata,  Bonde,  fcidiffes. 

*  Horat.  Lib.  I.  Sat.  6  . 

Grande 
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Grande  fonans"  Seneca:  fulmen,  gradifcue  cothurni 
Pompa  Sophoclei  celfo  ponantur  eodem 
Ordine,  &  ambabus  fimul  hqs  ampleetar  in  win 
Tuto,  Poetas,  tuto  habitabitis 
Piclos  abacos :  improba  Tinea 
Obiit,  nee  audet  faeva  cartas 
Attingere  Blata  Camcenas. 
At  tu  renidens  feed  a  Epigrammatum 
Farrago  inertum,  flerccris  impii 
Sentina  fastens,  Martially 

In  Barathrum  relegandus  irnum 
Aufuge,  &  hinc  tecum  rapias  Catulhim 
Infuise  mollem,  naribus,    auribus 
Ingrata  caftis  carmina,  &  improbi 
Spurcos  Nafonis  A  mores. 
III. 
Nobilis  extrema  gradiens  Cakdonls  ab  ara 
En  Buchananus  adeft.     Divini  Pfaltis  Imago 
"Jejfiada  falveto  ;  potens  feu  Numinis  Iras 
Fnlminibus  mifcere,  fecro  vel  lumine  Mentis 
Fugare  nottes,  vel  Cithara?  fono 

Sedare  fiudtus  Pectoris. 
Tu  mihi  haerebis  comes  ambulanti, 
Tu  Domi  aftabis  foci  us  Perennis, 
Seu  levi  Menfae  fimul  affidere 

Dignabere,  feu  Le&icse. 
Mox  recumbentis  vigilans  ad  aurem 
Aureos  fuadebis  inire  fomnos 
Sacra  fopitis  fuperinferens  ob- 

livia  curis, 
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Stet  jr.xta  *  Cofimirmt  huic  nee  parcius  rgnem 
Natura  indulfit  nee  Mufa  armavit  Alumnuni 

*  Sarl&vium  rudiore  Lyra. 
Quanta  Fclonum  levat  aura  Cygnum  ! 
-J-  Humana  linquens  {tn  fill  d&vii 
Mantes  rccedunt)  luxuriantibus 

Spatiatur  in  acre  pennis. 
Seu  tu  forte  virum  toll  is  ad  asthera, 
Cognatofve  Thronos  &  patrium  Folum 

Vifurus  confurgis  ovans, 
Vifam  fatlgas,  aciemque  fallis, 
Dum  tuum  a  longe  itupeo  volatum 

O  non  imitabilis  Ales. 

IV. 
Sarbivti  ad  nomen  gelida  incalet 
Mufa,  fimul  totus  fervefcere 
Sentio,  ftellatas  ievis  induor 
Alas  &  tollor  in  altum. 
Jam  juga  Zionis  radens  pede 
Elato  inter  fid  era  vertice 
Longe  defpe&o  mortalia. 
Quam  juvat  akifonis  volitare  per  cethera  pennis, 
Et  ridere  procul  fallacia  Gaudia  fecli 

Terrelae  Grandia  inania, 
Quae  mortale  genus  (lieu  male)  deperit. 
O  curas  hominurn  miferas !  Cano, 
Et  rnifcras  nugas  Diademata  ! 
Ventofae  fortis  Ludibriuia. 


*  M.  Gafimirus,  Sarbiewski  Poeta  infignis  Polonls. 
•J-  Ode  V.  .Lib.  * 


En 
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En  mihi  fubfidunt  terrene  a  pedtore  Fasces, 
G  eft  it  &  efFrasnis  divinum  eirandere  Carmen 
Mens  afHata  Deo — 


■  at  vos  Heroes  &  Arrna 


Et  procul  efte  Dii,  ludicra  Numina.  ! 

Quid  mihi  cum  veftrae  pondere  Lancea?, 
Pallas  !  aut  veftris,   Dionyfe,  Thyrfis  ? 
Et  Ciava,  &  Angais,  &  Leo,  &  Hercules, 
Et  brutum  tonitru  ficlitii  Patris, 
Abftate  a  carmine  noftro. 
V. 
Te,  Deus  Oxnnipotens  !  te  noftra  fonabit  J  ESU 
Mufa,  nee  afTueto  cadeiles  Barbiton  auiu 
Tentabit  numeros.    Vaiti  fine  limite  Numen  & 
Immenfum  fine  lege  Deum  nameri  fine  lege  fonabunt. 

Sed  Mufam  magna  pollicentem  dejfituit  'vigor ;  Divinoju- 
bare  ferftripgitur  oculorum  acies.  En  labafcit  pennis,  tre- 
mit  artubiiSs  ruit  dcorfum  per  inane  jEtberis,  jacet  <vicla> 
cljl up ej city  filet. 

Ignofcas,  Rwerende  Fir,  vano  con  ami  fit  ;  firagmen  hoc 
rude  licet  (S  i  Tripoli  turn  tequi  hov.i  confutes,  &  grafitudinis 
jam  diu  debit <e  in  partem  re  pen  is. 

Votwn,  feu  Vita  in  terris  faff 4* 

Ad  virum  dignifllmum 

J0I1ANNEM  HJRTOPPIUMj  Bar"*, 

I.  1702. 

HART  OP  P I  eximio  ftemmate  i\obili$ 
V«na<juc  Ir.genii  divite,  fi  roges 
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Quern  mea  Mufa  beat, 
Me  mihi  felix  ter  &  amplius, 
Et  fimiles  fuperis  annos  agit 
Qui  fibi  fujjiciens  femper  adejl  Jtbi* 

Hunc  longe  a  curis  mortalibus 

Inter  agros,  fylvafque  filentes 
Se  Mufifque  fuis  tranquilla  in  pace  fruenteni 

Sol  orens  videt  &  recumbens. 
II. 
Non  fuae  Vulgi  favor  infolentis 
{ Plaufus  iniani  tumidus  popelli ) 
Mentis  ad  facram  penetrabit  arcem, 

Feriat  licet  ^Ethera  clamor. 
Nee  Gaza  flam  mans  divitis  Indite, 
Nee,  Tage,  veltras  fulgor  Arenulas 

Ducent  ab  obicura  quiete 
Ad  laquear  radlantis  Aulae. 
III. 
O  fi  daretur  {lamina  proprii 
Tractare  fufi  poilice  proprio, 

Atoue  naeum  mihi  fingere  fatum  ; 
Can  did  us  v;tae  color  innocentis 
Fila  nativo  decoraret  Albo 

Non  7m  d  vitiata  concha. 
Non  aurum,  non  gemma  nitens,  nee  purpura  telas 
Intertexta  fore,  t  invidiofa  meae. 
Longe  a  TriumpWs,  &  fonitu  Tubas 
Xonge  remotos  tranfigerem  dies  : 
Abitate  fafces  (fplendid.i.  Vanitas) 

Et  vos  abitate,  Coronae. 

IV.  Pro 
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Pro  meo  te6to  Cafe  :<:es 

Cap:-"    \m  ocul  L'rbis  atro 

Diftet  a  rumo,  fugintque  longe 

Dura  Phthifis  mala,  cara  Turns, 
DHj  fc  &  fremitu  mo1 

1  orba  Ivlercantum  ;  gratius  alvear 
Demulcet  aures  marmure,  gratius 
1  oiio  (alientis  aquas. 

V. 
Litigiofa  fori  me  tcrrent  jurgia,  Ienes 
Ivas  properafis  rixofas  execror  arte* 

Envious  in  tuto  a  Linguis  

Blandimenta  artis  fimul  asquus  odi, 
Valete,  Gives,  &  amcena  fraudia 
Verb    j  rrch  Mores  !  &  inane  facii 
Komen     mici! 

IV. 
Tuque  qua?  noftris  in: mica  Mufis 
Felie  facratum  vitias  amorem, 
Abfi~-  sternum,  Diva  hbidinis 
Et  Pharetrate  Puer ! 
Hinc.   lunc,   Cupido%  longuis  avola  ? 
Nil  mini  cam  fcedis,  Puer,  ignibus  l 
JEuiCrzc*.  fervent  face  pectora, 
Sacra  mihi  Venus  eft  Urania, 
Et  juvenis  Jejj^us  Amor  mihi. 

'ML 
Ccele.le  carmen  (nee  Caceat  lyra 
Jejfe/i)  beds  auribus  mfonet, 
Nee  Watfianis  e  medullis 
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Ulla  dies  rapiet  vel  hora. 
Sacri  Libelli,  Deliciae  meae, 
Et  vos,  Sodales,  femper  amabiles, 

Nunc  fimul  adfitis,  nunc  vichTim, 
Et  fallite  tsedia  vitas. 


T  O 

Mrs.  SINGER. 
(Now  Mrs.  ROW E.) 

Cn  the  Sight  of  fome  of  her  divine  Poems, 
never  Printed. 

July  39,    3700, 

\^JrN  the  fair  Banks  of  gentle  Thames 
I  tun'd  my  Harp  ;  nor  did  celeftial  Themes 
Refufe  to  dance  upon  my  Strings : 
There  beneath  the  Evening  Sky 
I  fung  my  Cares  afleep,  and  raiVd  my  Wiflies  high 
To  everlafting  Things. 
Sudden  from  Albion's  Weftern  Coaft 
Harmonious  Notes  come  gliding  by, 
The  neighbouring  Shepherds  knew  the  Silver  Sound  ; 
j  'Tis  PHILOMELAS  Voice,  the  neighboring  Shep- 
At  once  my  Strings  all  filent  Ik,  (herds  cry  ; 

At  once  my  fainting  Mufe  was  loft, 

fa 
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In  the  fuperior  Sweetnefs  drown'd. 
In  vain  I  bid  my  tuneful  Powers  unite  ; 

My  Soul  retir'd,  and  lefc  my  Tongue, 
I  was  all  Ear,  and  PH1LO  ME  LJ's  Song 

Was  all  divine  Delight. 

IL 

Nov/  be  my  Karp  for  ever  dumb, 
My  Mufe  attempt  no  more.     'Twas  long  ago 

I  bid  adieu  to  mortal  Things, 

To  Grecian  Tales,  and  Wars  of  Rome, 
'Twas  long  ago  I  broke  all  but  th'  immortal  Strings ; 
Now  thofe  immortal  Strings  have  no  Employ, 

Since  a  fair  Angel  dwells  below, 
To  tune  the  Notes  of  Heav'n,  and  propagate  the  joy, 

Let  all  my  Powers  with  Awe  profound 
While  PHILOMELA  fings, 

Attend  the  Rapture  of  the  Sound, 
And  my  Devotion  rife  on  her  Seraphic  Wings. 

The  End  of  the  Second  Book, 


H  0  R  JB 
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HORM  LYRICJE. 

BOOK     III. 

Sacred  to  the  Memory  of  the  Dead. 

An   EPITAPH  on 

King  WILLIAM   HI. 

Of  Glorious  Memory. 


B 


Who  died  March  the  8tb>  1701* 

I. 

E  N  E  ATH  thefe  Honours  of  a  romb, 
Greatness  in  humble  Ruin  lies : 
( How  Earth  confines  in  narrow  ^oom 
What  Heroes  leave  beneath  the  bkies !) 


Prefevve,  O  venerable  Pile, 
Inviolate  thy  facred  Truft  ; 
To  thy  cold  Arms  the  B  R  ITISH  Ifle, 
Weeping,  coxiuruts  her  richeit  Dull, 


III.  Ye 
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ye  gentleft  Miniilers  of  Fat  e, 
Attend  the  Monarch  as  he  lies, 
And  bid  the  fofteft  S l u mbers  wait 
With  filken  Cords  to  bind  his  Eyes. 

IV. 
Reft  his  dear  Sword  beneath  his  Head  ; 
Round  him  his  faithful  Arms  (hall  Hand  : 
fix  his  bright  Ensigns  on  his  Bed, 
rhe  Guards  and  Honours  of  our  Land. 

V. 
Ye  Sifter- Art  of  Paint  and  Verse, 
Place  ALBION  fainting  by  his  Side, 
Her  Groans  arifing  o'er  the  Hearfe, 
And  B  E  LG  1A  finking  when  he  dy'd, 

VI. 
High  o'er  the  Grave  Religion  fet 
[n  folemn  Gold  ;  pronounce  the  Ground 
Sacred,  to  bar  unhallowed  Feet, 
And  plant  her  Guardian  Virtues  round. 

VII. 
Fair  Liberty  in  Sables  dreft, 
Wi^te  his  lov'd  Name  upon  his  Urn, 
W I  L  L  I A  M,  the  Scourge  of  Tyrants  paj}$ 
And  Awe  of  Princes  yet  unborn* 

VIII. 
Sweet  Peace  his  facred  Relicks  keep, 
With  Olives  blooming  round  her  Head, 
And  ftretch  her  Wings  acrofs  the  Deep 
To  bids  the  Nations  with  the  Shade, 

IX.  Stand 
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IX. 

Stand  on  the  Pile,  Immortal  Fame, 
Broad  Stars  adorn  thy  brighteft  Robe, 
Thy  thoufand  Voices  found  his  Name 
In  Silver  Accents  round  the  Globe. 

X. 
Flattery  mail  faint  beneath  the  Sound, 
"While  hoary  Truth  infpires  the  Song  ; 
Envy  grow  pale  and  bite  the  Ground, 
And  Slander  gnaw  her  forky  Tongue. 

XI. 
Night  and  the  Grave  remove  your  Gloom  ; 
Darknefs  becomes  the  vulgar  Dead  ; 
But  Glory  bids  the  Royal  Tomb 
Difdain  the  Horrors  of  a  Shade. 
XII. 
Glory  with  all  her  Lamps  mall  burn, 
And  watch  the  Warrior's  fleeping  Clay, 
Till  the  laft  Trumpet  rouze  his  Urn 
To  aid  the  Triumphs  of  the  Day. 

V>  •Jv  vT*  *V*  "V4,  *V*  *V"  •N  •?»  •>■  «/>*  -V*  *<?"  v-V*  *V*  «"7*  •>  i^>  ^>  CC*i<SC^i 

On   the  fudden  Death   of 

Mrs.  MAR  T   P  BAG  OCR. 

An  Elegiac  Song  fent  in  a  Letter  of  Condolance 
to  Mr.  N.  P.  Merchant  at  Amfterdam. 

I. 

HARK!  She  bids  all  her  Friends  adieu  ; 
Some  Angel  calls  her  to  the  Spheres  i 
Oar  Eyes  the  radiant  Saint  purfue 
Tiro7  liquid  Telefcopes  of  Tears, 

II.  Fare- 
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Farewel,  bright  Soul,  a  fhort  Faiewel, 

Till  we  (hall  meet  again  above 

In  the  fweet  Groves  where  Pleafures  dwell, 

And  Trees  01  Life  bear  Fruits  of  Love  : 

III. 
There  Glory  fits  on  every  Face, 
There  Friendfhip  (miles  in  every  Eve, 
There  mall  our  Tongues  relate  the  Grace 
That  led  us  homeward  to  the  Sky. 

IV. 
O'er  all  the  Names  of  Christ  our  King 
Shall  our  harmonious  Voices  rove, 
Our  Harps  fhali  found  from  ^very  String 
The  Wonders  of  his  bleeding  Love. 

V, 
Come,  Sovereign  Lord,  dear  Saviour,  come, 
Remove  thefe  feparating  Days, 
Send  thy  bright  Wheels  to  fetch  us  home  > 
That  golden  Hour,  how  long  it  ftays ! 

VI. 
How  long  muft  we  lie  lingring  here, 
While  Saints  around  us  take  their  Flight  ? 
Smiling,  they  quit  this  dufky  Sphere, 
And  mount  the  Hills  of  heavenly  Light. 

VII. 
Sweet  Soul,  we  leave  thee  to  thy  Reft, 
Enjoy  thy  JESUS  and  thy  God, 
Till  we,  from  Bands  of  Clay  releaft, 
Spring  out  and  climb  the  mining  Road, 

VIS. 
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VIII. 

While  the  dear  Dull  (he  leaves  behind 
Sleeps  in  thy  Bofom,  facred  Tomb  ! 
Soit  be  her  Bed,  her  Slumbers  kind, 
And  all  her  Dreams  of  Joy  to  come. 


EPITAPHIUM  Viri  Venerabilis* 

Dom.  N.  MATHER, 

Carmine  Lapidario  confcriptum. 

M.  S. 

Reverendi  admodum  Virt 
NATHANAELIS  MATHER  L 

QJLJ  O  D  mori  potuit  hie  fubtus  depofitum  eft, 
Si  qua^ris,  Hofpes,  Quantus  &  Qualis  fuit, 
Fidus  enarrabit  Lapis. 

Nomen  a  Familia  duxit 
-Sanftioribus  ftudiis  &  Evangelie  devota, 

Et  per  utramque  Angliam  celebri. 
A?nericanam  fc.  atque  Europ&am. 
Et  hie  quoque  in  fandli  Minifterii  Spem  educlus 
Non  fallacem: 
Et  hunc  utraque  novit  Anglla 
Doclum  &  Docentem. 
Qorpore  fuit  procero,  Forma  placide  verenda ; 


At 
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At  fupra  Corpus  &  Formam  fublime  eminuerunt 
Indoles,  Ingenium,  atq;  Eruditio  : 
Supra  hasc  Pietas,  &  (fi  fas  dicere) 
*  Supra  Pietatem  Modeftia, 

Caeteras  enim  Dotes  obumbravit. 
Quoties  in  Rebus  Divinis  peragendis 
Divinitus  afflatae  mentis  Specimina 

Prasftantiora  edidit, 
Tories  Hominem  fedulus  occuluit 
Ut  folus  confpiceretur  Deus: 
Voluit  totus  latere,  nee  potuic ; 
Heu  quantum  tamen  fui  nos  latet ! 
Etmajorem  Laudis  Partem  fepulchrale  Marmor  ■ 
Invito  obruit  filentio. 
Gratiam  J  ESU  CHR1ST1  falutiferam 
Quam  abunde  haufit  ipfe,    aliis  propinavit, 
Puram  ab  humana.  fece. 
Veritatis  Evangelicae  decus  ingens, 
Et  ingens  Propugnaculum . 
Concionator  gravis  Afpeclu,  Geitu,  Voce ; 
Cui  nee  aderat  Pompa  Oratoria, 
Nee  deerat  ; 
Flofculos  Rhetorices  fupervacaneos  fecit 
Rerum  dicendarum  Majelias,  &  Deus  prasfens. 
Hinc  Arma  Militiae  fuae  non  infelicia, 
Hinc  toties  fugatus  Satanas* 
Et  hinc  Vidorisc 
Ab  Inferorum  Portis  toties  reportatje. 
Solers  ilie  ferreis  Impiorum  Animis  infigere 

Altum  &  Salutarc  Vulnus : 
Vulneratas  idem  tra&are  leniter  folers, 

Et 
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Et  Medelw  adhibere  magis  iaUtarem. 
Ex  defaeca  to  Cordis  Fonte 
Divinis  Eloquiis  affatim  fcatebant  Labia* 

Edam  in  familiar]  Contubernio  : 
Spirabat  ipfe  undique  Caeleftes  fuavitates, 
Quail  Oleo  Lastitise  Temper  recens  delibutus, 
yEt  Temper  fupra  Soeios ; 
Gratumque  dile&iffimi  fui  J  E  S  U  Odorem 
Quaquaversus  &  late  difFudit. 
Dolores  tolerans.  fupra  fidem, 
^Brumnseque  heu  quam  aiiiduas ! 
thvifto  Animo,  Vi&rice  Patientia 
Varias  Gurarum  Moles  pertulit 
Et  in  Stadio  &  in  Meta  Vitas' : 
Quam  ubi  propinquarn  vidif, 
Plerophoria  fidei  quail  Curru  alato  vedlus 

Propere  &  exultim  attigit. 
Natus  eft  in  Agro  Lancaftrienfi  ?,o°  Mart  it  9   1630, 
Inter  Nov- Angles  Theologise  Tyrocinia  fecit. 
Paftorali  Muncre  diu  Dublinii  in  Hiberni'a  funclus, 
Tandem  (ut  femper]  Providentiam  fecutus  Ducem, 
Ccetui  iidelium  apud  Londinenfes  pnepofitus  eft, 
Quos  Doclrina,  Precibus,  &  Vita  beavit : 
Ah  brevi ! 
Corpore  folutus  260  Julii,  1697.     ,/Etat.  67. 
Eccleiiis  Mcerorem,  Theologis  Exemplar  reliquit. 
Probis  Piifque  omnibus 
Infandum  fui  defiderium  : 
Pom  pulvis  C  H  RJ  S  TO  charus  hie  dulce  dormit 
Expeftans  Stellam  matutinam. 


To 
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To  the  Reverend 

Mv.JOHN    SHOWER, 

On  the  Death  of  his  Daughter 

Mrs.  ANNE   WARNER. 

Reverend  and  dear  Sir  ; 

HO  W  great  foever  veas  my  Senfe  of  your  Lofs,  yet  I 
did  not   think  my  f elf  fit  to  offer  any  Lines  of  Com* 
frt :   your  oven  Meditations   can  furni/b  you  with  many  a 
delightful  Truth  in  the  thidjl  off  heavy  a  Sorrow  ;  for  the 
Co  tenant  of  Grace  has  Brightnefs  enough  in  it  to  gild  the 
pioft  gloomy  Providence  ;    and  to  that  fveeet  Covenant  your 
Soul  is  no  Stranger.     My  oven  Thoughts  v.  ere  much  impreff 
with  the  Ty  dings  of  your  Daughter  s  Death  ;  and  tho*  I  made 
many  a  Refeelion  on  the  V amity  of  Mankind  in  its  befl  E- 
Jlate,  yet  I  mufi  acknowledge  that  my  Temper  leads  me  moft 
to  the  pleafant  Scenes  of  Heaven,  and  that  future  World 
cf  Bleffednsfs.      When  I  reed! eel  the  Memory  of  my  Friends 
that  are  dead,   I  frequently  rove  into  the  World  cf  Spirits p 
and  fcarch  them   out  there  :   Thus   I  endeavoured  to  trace 
Mrs.  Warner;  and thefe  Thoughts  crouditig  fa  ft  upon  me,  I 
fet  them  dove n  for  my  oven  Entertainment.   The  Verfe  breaks 
off  abruptly,  becaufe   I  had  no  Dcfign  to  verite  a  fin'JFd 
Elegy  ;  and  befides,  when  I  veas  fallen  upon  the  dark  Side 
cf  Death,   I  had  no  mind  to  tarry  thefe.      If  the  Lines  I 
have  written  be  fo  happy  as   to  entertain  you  a  little,  and 
divert  your  Grief  the   Time  fpent   in  compofing  them  Jhall 
not  be  reckoned  among  my  loft  Hours,  and  the  Review  will 
be  more  f  leafing  to,  SIR, 

Pecemb.  22,  your  affe&ionate  humble  Servant, 

J7°7» 
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An  Elegiac  Thought  on  Mrs.  An  ne  Wa  r  n  e  r, 

who    died  of  the  Small -'P  ox  >  Decemb.  18, 

1707.  at  One  of  the  Clock  in  the  Morning  ; 

a  few  Days  after  the  Birth  and  Death  of  her 

fizft  Child. 

AWAKE,  my  Mufe,  range  the  wide  World  of  Souls, 
And  feek  FERNERJfed;  With  upward  Aim 
Direct  thy  Wing ;  for  fhe  was  born  from  Heaven, 
FuliiiPd  her  Vifit,  and  return'd  on  high. 

The  Midnight  Watch  of  Angels  that  patrole 
The  Britifh  Sky,  have  notic'd  her  Afcent 
Near  the  Meridian  Star  ;   purfue  the  Track 
To  the  bright  Confines  of  immortal  Day 
And  Paradiie,  her  Home.     Say,  my  Urania, 
(For  nothing  fcapes  thy  Search,  nor  can'ft  thou  mifs 
So  fair  a  Spirit)  fay,  beneath  what  Shade 
Of  Amarant,  or  chearful  E<ver-grecn 
She  fits,  recounting  to  her  Kindred-iVIinds 
Angelic  or  Humane,  her  mortal  T'oil 
And  Travels  thro1  this  howling  Wiidernefs  : 
By  what  diviue  Protections  me  efcap'd 
Thofe  deadly  Snares  when  Youth  and  Satan  leagu'd 
In  Combination  to  aiiail  her  Virtue  ; 
(Snares  fet  to  murder  Souls)  but  Heav'n  fecur'd 
The  Favourite  Nymph,  and  taught  her  Yicljry. 

Or 
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Or  does  me  feck,  or  has  fhe  found  her  Babe 
Among    the  Infant- Nation  of  the  Bleu, 
And  claip'd  it  to  her  Soul,  to  fatiate  there 
The  young  Maternal  PaiTion,  and  abiolve 
The  unfu.mTd  Embrace  ?  Thrice  happy  Child  ! 
That  faw  the  Light,  and-turn'd  its  Eyes  afide 
From  our  dim  Regions  to  th'  Eternal  Sun, 
And  led  the  Parent's  Way  to  Glory  !  There 
Thou  art  for  ever  hers,  with  Powers  enlarg'd 
For  Love  reciprocal  and  fvveet  Convene. 

Behold  her  Anceftors  (a  pious  Race) 
Rang'd  in  fair  Order,  at  her  Sight  rejoice 
And  fing  her  Welcome      She  along  their  Seats 
Gliding  falutes  them  all  with  Honours  due 
Such  as  are  paid  in  Heaven :  And  laft  fhe  finds 
A  Manfion  fafhion'd  of  diftinguifh'd  Light, 
But  vacant :   This  (with  fure  Prefage  fhe  cries) 
Aim  aits  my  Father  ;  <wben  will  he  arrive  ? 
Hozu  long,  alas,  bow  long  I  ( Then  calls  her  Mate) 
Die,  thou  dear  Partner  of  my  mortal  Cares, 
Die,  and  partake  my  Blifs ;  mee  are  for  ever  One* 

Ah  me  !  where  roves  my  Fancy  f  What  kind  Dreams 
Croud  with  fvveet  Violence  on  my  waking  Mind  ! 
Perhaps  Illufions  all  !  Inform  me,  Mufe, 
Chufes  (he  rather  to  retire  apart 
To  recollect  her  diifipated  Powers, 
And  call  her  Thoughts  her  own  ;  fo  lately  freed 
From  Earth's  vain  Scenes,  gay  Villts,  Gratulations, 
From  Hymen's  hurrying  and  tumultuous  Joys, 

And 
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And  Fears  and  Pangs,  fierce  Pangs  that  wrought  her  Death. 
Tell  me  on  what  fublimer  Theme  fhe  dwells 
In  Contemplation,  with  unerring  Clue 
Infinite  Truth  purfuing.     (  When,  my  Soul, 

0  when  lliall  thy  Releafe  from  cumb'rous  Flefh 
Pafs  the  Great  Se.d  of  Heaven  ?  What  happy  Hour 
Shall  give  thy  Thoughts  a  Loofe  to  foar  and  trace 
The  Intelledual  World  r  Divine  Delight ! 

VE  R  NE  R  A\  lov'd  Employ! )  Perhaps  me  Gags 
To  forne  new  golden  Harp  th'  Almighty  Deeds, 
The  Names,  the  Honours  of  her  Saviour-God, 
His  Crofs,  his  Grave,  his  Victory,  and  his  Crown  ; 
Oh  could  I  imitate  ths  exalted  Notes, 
And  mortal  Eara  could  bear  them  ! 

Or  lies  me  now  before  th'  Eternal  Throne 
Froitrate  in  humble  Form,  with  deep  Devotioa 
O'erwhelm'd,  and  Seif-Abafement  at  the  Sight 
Of  the  uncover'd  Godhead  Face  to  Face  ? 
Seraphic  Crowns  pay  Homage  at  his  Feet, 
And  Hers  amongit  them,  not  of  dimmer  Oar, 
Nor  fet  with  meaner  Gems :  But  vain  Ambition, 
And  Emulation  vain,  and  fond  Conceit, 
And  Pride  for  ever  banifli'd  flies  the  Place, 
Curft  Pride,  the  Drefs  of  Hell.      Tell  me,  Urania, 
How  her  Joys  heighten,  and  her  golden  Hours 
Circle  in  Love.     O  itamp  upon  my  Soul 
Some  biifsful  Image  of  the  fair  Deceas'd 
To  call  my  Paflions  and  my  Eyes  allde 
From  the  dear  breathlefs  Clay,  dillreiTmg  Sight  ! 

1  look  and  mourn  and  gaze  with  greedy  View 
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Of  melancholy  Fondnefs :  Tears  bedewiug 

That  Form  fo  late  defir'd,  fo  late  belov'd, 

Now  loathfome  and  unlovely .     Bafe  Difeafe, 

That  leagu'd  with  Nature's  fharpeil  Pains,  and  fpoil'd 

So  fweet  a  Structure  !  The  impoifoning  Taint 

O'eripreads  the  Building  wrought  with  Skill  divine, 

And  ruins  the  rich  Temple  to  the  Dull ! 

Was  this  the  Countenance,  where  the  World  admir'd 
Features  of  Wit  and  Virtue  ?  This  the  Face 
Where  Love  triumph'd  ?  and  Beauty  on  thefe  Cheeks, 
As  on  a  Throne,  beneath  her  radiant  Eyes 
Was  feated  to  Advantage  ;  mild,  ferene, 
Reflecting  rcfy  Light  ?  So  fits  the  Sun 
(Fair  Eye  of  Heaven  !)  upon  a  Crimfon  Cloud 
Near  the  Horizon,  and  with  gentle  Ray 
Smiles  lovely  round  the  Sky,  till  rifmg  Fogs, 
Portending  Night,  with  foul  and  heavy  Wing  j 
Involve  the  golden  Star,  and  fink  him  down 
Oppreft  with  Darknefs.  ■  ■  ■  ■  ■  ■ 

On  the  Death  of  an  Aged  and  Honoured  Reld-. 

tive,  Mrs.  M.  W.  July  13,  1693. 

I. 

I  Know  the  Kindred  Mind      'Tis  {he,  'tis  flie  ; 
Among  the  heav' n-ly  Forms  I  fee 
The  Kindred-Ivlind  from  flefhly  Bondage  free  ;  ) 

O  how  unlike  the  Thing  was  lately  feen 
Groaning  and  panting  on  the  Bed, 
With  ghaflly  Air,  and  ianguiuYd  Head, 
Life  on  this  Side,  there  the  Dead, 
While  the  delaying  Ftelh  lay  flihrering  between  ! 
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Long  did  the  earthy  Houfe  reftrain 
In  toilfome  Slavery  that  Ethereal  Gueft ; 

Prifon'd  her  round  in  Walls  of  Pain, 
And  twilled  Cramps  and  Aches  with  her  Chain  ; 
Till  by  the  Weight  of  num'rous  Days  oppreft 

The  earthy  Houfe  began  to  reel, 
The  Pillars  trembled,  and  the  Building  fell ; 
The  Captive  Soul  became  her  own  again : 
Tir'd  with  the  Sorrows  and  the  Cares, 

A  tedious  Train  of  fourfcore  Years, 

The  Pris'ner  fmil'd  to  be  releaft, 
She  felt  her  Fetters  loofe,  and  mounted  to  her  Reft, 

III. 

Gaze  on,  my  Soul,  and  let  a  perfect  View 

Paint  her  Idea  all  anew  ; 
Rafe  out  thofe  melancholy  Shapes  of  Woe 
That  hang  around  thy  Memory,  and  becloud  it  fo, 
Come  Fancy,  come,  with  Eflences  refm'd, 

With  youthful  Green,  and  fpotlefs  White ; 
Deep  be  the  Tin&ure,  and  the  Colours  bright 
T'  exprefs  the  Beauties  of  a  naked  Mind. 

Provide  no  Glooms  to  form  a  Shade  ; 
All  things  above  of  vary'd  Light  are  made, 
Nor  can  the  heav'nly  Piece  require  a  mortal  Aid, 

But  if  the  Features  too  divine 

Beyond  the  Power  of  Fancy  mine, 
Conceal  th'  inimitable  Strokes  behind  a  graceful  Shrine. 
IV. 

Defcribe  the  Saint  from  Head  to  Feet, 
Make  all  the  Lines  in  juft  Proportion  meet; 
But  let  her  Poflure  be 

Filling  a  Chair  of  high  Degree  ; 

Obferve 
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Obferve  how  near  it  {lands  to  the  Almighty  Seat. 

Paint  the  new  Graces  of  her  Fyes  ; 
Frefh  in  her  Looks  let  fprightly  Youth  arife, 
And  Joys  unknown  below  the  Skies. 
Vi  rtub  that  lives  conceal'd  below, 

And  to  the  Breaft  confin'd, 
Sits  here  triumphant  on  the  Brow, 
And  breaks  with  radiant  Glories  through 

The  Features  x>£  the  Mind. 
Exprefs  her  Pafiion  frill  the  fame, 

But  more  divinely  fvveet ; 
Love  has  an  eve rl ailing  Flame, 
And  makes  the  Work  complete. 

V. 

The  Painter-Mufe  with  glancing  Eye 

Obferv'd  a  Manly  Spirit  nigh  *, 
That  Death  had  long  disjoined  : 

«  In  the  fair  Tablet  they  mail  Hand 

"  United  by  a  happier  Band  : 
She  faid,  and  fix'd  her  Sight,  and  drew  the  manly  Mind. 
Recount  the  Years,  my  Song,  (a  mournful  Round  !) 

Since  he  was  feen  on  Earth  no  more : 

He  fought  in  lower  Seas  and  drown'd; 

But  Victory  and  Peace  he  found 
On  the  iuperior  Shore. 
There  now  his  tuneful  Breath  in  facred  Songs 
Employs  the  European  and  the  Eaftern  Tongues. 

*  My  Grandfather  Mr,  Thomas  Waits  had  fu<-h  acquaintance  with 
the  Mathematicks,  Painting,  Mufick,  and  Poefy,  &c.  as  gave  him 
confiderable  Efleem  among  his  Contemporaries.  He  was  Commander 
of  a  Ship  of  War  1656,  and  by  blowing  up  of  the  Ship  in  the  Dutch 
War  he  was  drown' d  in  his  Youth. 

Oz  Ui 
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Let  th'  awful  Truncheon  and  the  Flute, 

The  Pencil  and  the  well-known  Lute, 

Powerful  Numbers,  charming  Wit 

And  every  Art  and  Science  meet,  (Feet. 

And  bring  their  Laurels  to  his  Hand,  or  lay  them  at  his 
VI. 

'Tis  done.     What  Eeams  of  Glory  fall 

(Rich  Varnifh  of  immortal  Art) 

To  gild  the  bright  Original ! 
*Tis  done.     The  Mufe  has  now  performed  her  Part. 
Bring  down  the  Piece,  Urania,  from  above, 

And  let  my  Honour  and  my  Love 
Prefs  it  with  Chains  of  Gold  to  hang  upon  my  Heart. 


FUNERAL     POEM 

On  the  DEATH  of 

THOMAS  GUNSTON,E{cn 

Prefented  to  the 

Right   Honourable    the   Lady   A  B  N  E  T> 
Lady-Mayoress  of    London. 

July  1 701.' 

Madam, 

HAD  1  been  a  common  Mourner  at  the  funeral  of  the 
dear  G  en  t /em  an  dtceafed,   I  Jbould  J:a<ve  laboured  af- 
ter more  of  Art  in  the  following  Compofuion,  to  fupph  the 

Z    '  Defea 
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DefeSi  of  Nature,  and  to  feign  a  Sorrow,  but  the  uncommon 
Condefcenfion  of  his  Friendjhip  to  me,  the  inward  Ejhem  I 
pay  his  Memory,  and  the  waft  and  tender  Senfe  I  have  of 
the  Lofs,  make  all  the  Methods  of  Art  needlejs,  whilft  na- 
tural Grief  fupplies  more  than  all. 

I  had  refolded  indeed  to  lament  in  Sighs  and  Silence,  and 
frequently  checked  the  too  forward  Mufe  :  but  the  Importu- 
nity was  not  to  be  re  fifed ;  long  Lines  of  Sorrow  flowed  in 
upon  me  eer  I  was  aware,  whilft  1  took  many  a  folitary 
Walk  in  the  Garden  adjoining  to  his  Seat  at  Newington  ; 
nor  could  I  free  myfelffrom  the  Crowd  of  melancholy  Ideas. 
Your  Ladjhip  will  find  throughout  the  Poem,  that  the  fair 
and  unfinijti 'd Building  which  he  had  jujl  raised 'for  himfelf, 
gave  ahnofi  all  the  Turns  of  Mourning  to  my  Thoughts  ;  for 
J  purfue  no  other  Topics  of  Elegy  than  what  my  Pajfion  and 
my  Senfes  led  me  to, 

The  Poem  roues,  as  my  Eyes  and  Gri-f  did,  from  one  Pari 
of  the  Fabrick  to  the  other :  It  rife s  from  the  Foundation, 
fa  lutes  the  Walls,  the  Doors,  and  the  Windows,  drops  a 
Tear  upon  the  Roof,  and  climbs  the  Turret,  that  pie  a  [ant  Re- 
treat, where  I  promised  my  felf  many  fweet  Hours  of  his 
Converfation  >  there  my  Song  wanders  a  mom  ft  the  delight  fit 
Subjects  divine  and  moral,  which  ufedto  entertain  our  happy 
Leifure ;  and  thence  defends  to  the  Fields  and  the  Jhady 
Walks,  where  I  fo  often  enjoy  d  his  pleafing  Difcourfe  ;  my 
Sorrows  dijfufe  themjelves  there  without  a  Limit :  I  had 
quite  forgotten  all  Scheme  and  Method  of  Writing,  till  I 
correft  myfelf,  and  rife  to  the  Turret  again  to  lament  that 
deflate  Seat.  Now  if  the  Critics  laugh  at  the  Folly  of  the 
Mufe  for  taking  too  much  Notice  of  the  Golden  Ball,  lei  them 
confider  that  the  meanejl  thing  that  belonged  to  fo  valuable  a 
Perfon  fill  gave  feme  frefb  and  doleful  Reflections  :  And  1 
tranfcribe  Nature  without  Rule,  and  reprefeni  Friendjhip  in 
a  mourning  Drefs,  abandoned  to  deep  eft  Sorrow,  and  with 
a  Negligence  becoming  Woe  unfeigned. 

O  3  Had 
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Had  I  dtjigrid  a  compleat  Elegy,  Madam,  on  your  dear  eft 
Brother,  and  intended  it  for  pub  lick  View,  1  Jhould  have 
followed  the  ufual  Forms  of  Poetry ,  fo  far  at  leaf,  as  to 
fpend  flme  Pages  in  the  Character  and  Praifes  of  the  De- 
ceafed,  and  thence  have  taken  Occafion  to  call  Mankind  to 
complain  aloud  of  the  univerfal  and  unfpeakable  Lofs  :  But 
I  w rote  ?nerely  for  ?ny  fclf  as  a  Friend  of  the  Dead,  and  to 
gafe  my  full  Soul  by  breathing  cut  my  own  Complaints  ;  I 
knew  his  Char  after  and  Virtues  fo  well,  that  there  was  no 
need  to  mention  ''em  while  1  talked  only  with  myfe/f;  for  the 
Image  of  them  was  ever  prefcnt  with  me,  which  kept  the 
Pain  at  the  Heart  intenfe  and  lively,  and  my  Tears  f  owing 
wjith  myVerfe* 

Perhaps  your  Ladyjhip  will  expeB  feme  Divine  Thoughts 
and  Sacred  Meditations,  mingled  vjith  a  SubjeB  fo  folemn  as 
$his  is  :  Had  I  form  d  a  Defign  of  offering  it  to  your  Hands, 
1  had  composed  a  more  Chrifian  Poem  ;  but  'twas  Grief 
purely  natural  for  a  Death  fo  furprizing  that  drew  all  the 
Strokes  of  it,  and  therefore  my  Reflexions  are  chiefly  of  a  mo- 
ral Strain.  Such  as  it  is,  your  Ladyjhip  requires  a  Copy  of 
it ;  but  let  it  not  touch  your  Soul  too  tenderly,  iior  renew 
your  own  Mournings.  Receive  it,  Madam,  as  an  Offering 
of  Love  and  Tears  at  the  Tomb  of  a  departed  Friend,  and 
let  it  abide  with  you  as  a  Witnefs  of  that  affeclionate  Re- 
JpeSl  and  Honour  that  I  bore  him  ;  all  which ^  as  your  La- 
dy/hip's mofl  rightful  Due,  both  by  Merit  and  by  Succefjim> 
is  ?iqvj  humbly  offered,  by, 

Madam, 
Your  Ladyjhifs  mofl  Hearty 

and  Obedient  Servant, 


I.    WATTS. 
To 
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To  the  dear  Memory  of  rry  honoured  Friend, 

?H  O  MA  S     G  UNS  T  0  N,  Efq; 

Who  died  Nov.  1  r,  1700,  whey,  he  hadjufi 
finiftfd  his  Seat  at  Newhgton. 

OF  blaited  Hopes,  and  of  fhort  withering  Joys, 
Sing,  heavenly  Mufe.     Try  thine  Ethereal  Voice 
In  Funeral  Numbers  and  a  doleful  Song  ; 
GUNSTON  the  Juft,  the  Generous,  and  the  Young, 
GUNS  TO  N  the  Friend  is  dead.     O  empty  Name 
Of  earthly  Blifs !  'tis  all  an  airy  Dream, 
All  a  vain  Thought  !  Our  foaring  Fancies  rife 
On  treacherous  Wings !  and  Hopes  that  touch  the  Skies 
Drag  but  a  longer  Ruin  thro'  the  downward  Air, 
And  plunge  the  falling  Joy  ftill  deeper  in  Defpair. 

How  did  our  Souls  ftand  flatter'd  and  prepared 
To  fhout  him  welcome  to  the  Seat  he  rear'd ! 
There  the  dear  Man  mould  fee  his  Hopes  complete, 
Smiling,  and  tailing  ev'ry  lawful  Sweet 
That  Peace  and  Plenty  brings,  while  numerous  Years 
Circling  delightful  play'd  around  the  Spheres : 
Revolving  Suns  mould  ftill  renew  his  Strength, 
And  draw  th'  uncommon  Thread  to  an  unufual  Length. 
But  hafty  Fate  thrufts  her  dread  Shears  between, 
Cuts  the  young  Life  off,  and  fhuts  up  the  Scene, 

O  4  Thus 
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Th  is  air;     'leasure  dances  in  our  Eyes, 

And  fpreada  falfe  Images  in  fair  Difguife, 

T'  allure  oar  Souls,  till  juit  within  our  Arms 

The  Vifioh  dies,  and  all  the  painted  Charms 

Flee  quick  away  from  the  purfuing  Sight, 

Till  they  are  loft  in  Shades,  and  mingle  with  the  Night. 

Mufe,  ftretch  thy  Wings,  and  thy  fad  Journey  bend 
To  the  fair  Fab  rick  that  thy  dying  Friend 
Built  namelefs :  'twill  fuggeft  a  Thoufand  Things 
Mournful  and  foft  as  my  Urania  fmgs. 

How  did  he  lay  the  deep  Foundations  ftrong, 
Marking  the  Bounds,  and  rear  the  Walls  along 
Solid  and  lafang  ;  there  a  numerous  Train 
Of  happy  GUNSTO  NS  might  in  Pleafure  reign, 
While  Nations  perifh,  and  long  Ages  run, 
Nations  unborn,  and  Ages  unbegun  : 
Not  Time  itfelf  ftould  wafie  the  Heft  Eftate, 
Nor  the  tenth  Race  rebuild  the  ancient  Seat. 
How  fond  our  Fancies  are  !  the  Founder  dies 
Childlefs  ;  his  Sifters  weep  and  clofe  his  Eyes, 
And  wait  upon  his  Hearfe  with  never-ceafmg  Cries. 
Lofty  and  flow  it  moves  to  meet  the  Tomb, 
While  weighty  Sorrow  nods  on  every  Plume  ; 
A  thoufand  Groans  his  dear  Remains  convey, 
To  his  cold  Lodging  in  a  Bed  of  Clay, 
His  Country's  facred  Tears  well-watering  all  ihe  way. 
iSee  the  dull  Wheels  roll  on  the  fable  Road  ; 
But;  no  clear  Son  to  tread  the  mournful  Load, 
And  fondly  kind  drop  his  young  Sorrows  there, 
The  Father's  Urn  bedewing  with  a  filial  Tear. 

O 
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O  had  he  left  us  One  behind,  to  play 
Wanton  about  the  painted  Hall,  and  fay, 
This  was  my  Father's,,  with  impatient  Joy 
In  my  fond  Arms  I'd  clafp  the  fmiling  Boy, 
And  call  him  my  Young  Friend  :  but  awful  Fate, 
Defign'd  the  mighty  Stroke  as  lafting  as  'twas  great. 

And  muft  this  Building  then,  this  coflly  Frame 
Stand  here  for  Strangers  ?  mull  fome  unknown  Name, 
PoiTefs  thefe  Rooms,  the  Labours  of  my  Friend  ? 
Why  were  thefe  Walls  rais'd  for  this  haplefs  End  ? 
Why  thefe  Apartments  all  adorn' d  fo  gay  > 
Why  his  rich  Fancy  lavifh'd  thus  away  I 
Mufe,  view  the  Paintings,  how  the  hovering  Light 
Plays  o'er  the  Colours  in -a -wanton  Flight, 
And  mingled  Shades  wrought  in  by  foft  Degrees, 
Give  a  fweet  Foil  to  all  the  charming  Piece ; 
But  Night,  eternal  Night,  hangs  black  around 
The  difinal  Chambers  of  the  hollow  Ground, 
And  folid  Shades  unmingled  round  his  Bed 
Stand  hideous :  Earthy  Fogs  embrace  his  Head, 
And  noifome  Vapours  glide  along  his  Face 
Rifing  perpetual.     Mufe,  forfake  the  Place, 
Flee  the  raw  Damps  of  the  unwholefome  Clay, 
Look  to  his  airy  fpacious  Hall,  and  fay, 
u  How  has  he  chang'd  it  for  a  lonefome  Cave, 
"  Confin'd  and  crowded  in -a  narrow  Grave! 

Th'  unhappy  Houfe,  looks  defolate  and  mourns,, 
And  every  Door  groans  doleful  as  it  turns  ; 
The  Pillars  languilh  ;  and  each  lofty  Wall 
Stately  in  Grief,  laments  the  Mailer's  Fall* 

©S>  I* 
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In  Drops  of  briny  Dew  ;  the  Fabrick  bears 

.-.\  and  renew;  my  Tears. 

Solid  a  q  beicw  : 

A     Me  Air  without  a  gaudy  Show 

R::g  i  :r.ro'  the  Model,  and  adorns  the  Whole,. 
Sqcfc  wis  the  Builders  Soul, 

C  how  I  love  to  view  the  irate!;  Frame, 

That  dear  Memorial  of  the  beit-iov'd  Name ! 

Then  could  I  w-ih  for  fome  prodigious  Cave 

a f  his  Seat,  and  filent  as  his  Grave. 

to  the  hideous  Roof^ 
Forbid  the  Day,  and  guard  the  Sun  beams  off ; 
er,  my  willing  Feet,  mould  ye  be  drawn 
-  r  e7  Twilight,  and  the  early  Dawn  . 

:  old  my  foft  Minutes  roll,, 
oring  the  Sorrows  of  my  drooping  Soul. 
But  thefe  are  airy  Thoughts !  fubftantial  Grief 
Grc--  GbObje&s  that  fnould  yield  Relief ;. 

Fond  of  my  Wees  I  heave  my  Eyes  around, 
My  Grief  from  every  Profpeft  courts  a  Wound  ; 

2;:een  Gardens,  views  the  foiling  Skies, 
:":nks,  and  frill  my  C 
:      :  .         Manfion  rove, 

And  that  tc  .';  si   ..iulge  my  Love, 

Cfr  have  frfc  by, 

And  the  fweet  C;-..  nvpatient  Eye 

To  :  :he  fad  Vint  there, 

Tribute  of  an  hourly  Tear  : 

.  many  a  peniive  Thought,  and  many  a  Sigh  between.' 
2  Two 
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Two  Days  ago  we  took  the  Evening  Air, 

I,  and  my  Grief,  and  my  Urania  there, 

Say,  my  Urania,  how  the  Weftern  Sun 

Broke  from  black  Clouds,  and  in  full  Glory  Ihone 

Gilding  the  Roof,  then  dropt  into  the  Sea, 

And  fudden  Night  devour'd  ir\Q  fweet  Remains  of  Bay  ^ 

Thus  the  bright  Youth  juft  rear'd  his  mining  Head 

From  obfcure  Shades  of  Life,  and  funk  among  the  Dead, 

The  rifing  Sun  adorn 'd  with  all  his  Light 

Smiles  on  theie  Walls  again  :  but  endlefs  Night 

Reigns  uncontrouPd  where  the  dear  GUNS  TON  lies. 

He's  fet  for  ever,  and  muft  never  rife. 

Then  why  theft  Beams,  unfeafonable  Star, 

Theie  lightfome  Smiles  defending  from  afar, 

To  greet  a  mourning  Houie  ?  In  vain  the  D^y 

Breaks  thro'  the  Windows  with  a  joyful  ^y> 

And  marks  a  mining  Path  along  the  Floors 

Bounding  the  Evening  and  the  Morning  Hours; 

In  vain  it  bounds  "em  :  while  vaft  E 

And  hollow  Silence  reigns  thro1  all  the  Place, 

Nor  heeds  the  chearfui  Change  of  Nature's  Face. 

Yet  Nature's  Wheels  will  on  without  Controul, 

The  Sun  will  rife3  the  tuneful  Spheres  v.  ill  roll, 

And  the  two  nightly^: an  walk  rou theJPole 

See  while  I  {peak,  high  on  her  febl 
Old  Nigh:  ie  Eaftern  Hill : 

Troops  of  dark  Clouds  prepare  her  •  ...c-ld, 

Hov;  their  brown  Pinions  edg'd  wil  ig  Gold 

Spread  ihadowing  o'er  the  and  glide  a 

Slowly  puifiiing  the  declining  Day  \ 

Q  6  G  er 
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O'er  the  broad  Roof  they  fly  their  Circuit  ftill, 

Thus  Days  before  they  did,  and  Days  to  come  they  will ; 

But  the  black  Cloud  that  fhadows  o'er  his  Eyes 

Hangs  there  unmoveable,  and  never  flies  ; 

Fain  would  I  bid  the  envious  Gloom  be  gone  ;  -v 

Ah.  fr  uitlefs  Wiih  !  how  are  his  Curtains  drawn  L 

For  a  long  Evening  that  defpairs  the  Dawn  !  y 


Mufe,  view  the  Turret:  jtafi  beneath  the  Skies 
Lonefome  it  Hands,  and  fixes  my  fad  Eyes, 
As  it- would  afk  a  Tear.     O  facred  Seat 
Sacred  to  Friendihip  !  O  divine  Retreat ! 
Here  did  I  hope  my  happy  Hours  femploy, 
And  fed  before-hand  on  the  promised  Joy, 
When  weary  of  the  noify  Town,  my  Friend; 
From  mortal  Cares  retiring,  mould  afcend 
And  lead  me  thither.     We  alone  wou'd  fit 
Free  and  fecure  of  all  intruding  Feet : 
Our  Thoughts  mould  ftretch  their  Jongeft,  Wings,  and  rife^ 
Nor  bound  their  Soarings  by  the  lower  Skies : 
Our  Tongues  mould  aim  at  everiafting  Themes, 
And  fpeak  w7hat  Mortals  dare,  of  all  the  Names 
Of  boundiefs  Joys  and  Glories,  Thrones  and  Seats 
Built  high  in  Heaven  for  Souls :  We'd  trace  the  Streets 
Of  golden  Pavement,  walk  each  blifsful  Field, 
And  climb  and  tafte  the  Fruits  the  fpicy  Mountains  yield  : 
Then  would  we  fwear  to  keep  the  facred  Road, 
And  walk  right  upward*  to  that  bleft  Abode  ; 
We'd  charge  our  parting  Spirits  there  to  meet, 
There  Hand  in  Hand  approach  th'  Almighty  Seat, 
And  bend  our  Heads  adoring  at  our  Maker's  Feet. 

Thu? 
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Thus  fhould  we  mount  on  bold  advent' rous  Wings 
In  high  Difcourfe,  and  dwell  on  heavenly  Things, 
While  the  pleas1  d  Hours -in  fweet  SuccefTion  move,  J 

And  Minutes  meafur'd,  as  they  are  above,  > 

By  ever-circling  Joys,  and  ever  mining  Love..  j 

Anon  our  Thoughts  fhouM  lower  their  lofty  Flight, 
Sink  by  degrees,  and  take  a  pleafing  Sight, 
A  large  round  Profpect  of  the  fpreading  Plain,  ^ 

7  he  wealthy  River,  and  his  winding  Train,  > 

The  fmoaky  City,  and  the  bufy  Men.  J 

How  we  fhould  fmiie  to  fee  degenerate  Worms 
Lavifh  their  Lives,  and  fight  for  airy  Forms 
Of  painted  Honour,  Dreams  of  empty  Sound 
Till  Envy  rife,  and  moot  a  fecret  Wound 
At  fvvelling  Glory,  {trait  the  Bubble  breaks,. 
And  the  Scenes  vanifh,  as  the  Man  awakes ; 
Then  the  tali  Titles  infolent  and  proud 
Sink  to  the  Dull,  and  mingle  with  the  Crowd, 

Man  is  a  reftlefs  Thing  :  Still  vain  and  wild. 
Lives  beyond  fixty,  nor  outgrows  the  Child  : 
His  hurrying  Lulls  Hill  break  the  facred  Bound 
To  feek  new  Pleafures  on  forbidden  Ground, 
And  buy  them  all  too  dear.     Unthinking  Fool, 
For.  a  fhort  dying  Joy  to  fell  a  deathlefs  Soul ! 
'Tis  but  a  Grain  of  Sweetnefs  they  can  fow, 
And  reap  the  long  fad  Harvefl  of  immortal  Woe*. 

Another  Tribe  toil  in  a  different  Strife, 
And  baaifh  all  the  lawful  Sweets  of  Life, 


To 
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To  fweat  and  dig  for  Gold,  to  hoard  the  Oar,. 
Hide  the  dear  Duft  yet  darker  than  before, 
And  never  dare  to  ufe  a  Grain  $f  all  the  Store. 

Happy  the  Man  that  knows  the  Value  jufl 
Of  Earthly  Things,  nor  is  enfiav'd  to  Duit. 
'Tis  a  rich  Gift  the  Skies  but  rarely  fend 
To  Fav'rite  Souls.     Then  happy  thou,-  my  Friend,. 
For  thou  hadft  learnt  to  manage  and  command 
The  Wealth  that  Heaven  beflow'd  with  liberal  Hand  : 
Hence  this  fair  Structure  rofe  ;  and  hence  this  Seat  1 

Made  to  invite  my  not  unwilling  Feet :  r 

In  vain  'twas  made  !  for  we  (hall  never  meet,  + 

And  fmile,  and  love,  and  blefs  each  other  here, 
The  envious  Tomb  forbids  thy  Face  t'  appear, 
Detains  thee,  GUNS  TON,  from  my  longing  Eyes, 
And  all  rny  Hopes  lie  bury'd,  where  my  GUNSTON  lies, 

Come  hither,  all  ye  tendereft  Souls,-  that  know 
The  Heights  of  Fondnefs,  and  the  Depths  of  Woe, 
Young  Mothers,  who  your  darling  Babes  have  found 
Untimely  murder'd  with  a  ghaftly  Wound ; 
Ye  frighted  Nymphs,  who  on  the  Bridal  Bed 
Clafp'd  in  your  Arms  your  Lovers  cold  and  dead, 
Come ;  in  the  Pomp  of  all  your  wild  Defpair, 
With  flowing  Eye-lids,  and  diforder'd  Hair, 
Death  in  your  Looks ;  come,  mingle  Grief  with  me,. 
And  drown  your  little  Streams  in  my  unbounded  Sea,. 

You  facred  Mourners  of  a  nobler  Mould, 
Born  for  a  Friend,  whofe  dear  Embraces  hold 
Beyond  all  Nature's  Ties  ;  you  that  have  known 
Two  happy  Souls,  made  intimately  One, 

And^ 
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And  felt  a  parting  Stroke  :  *Tis  you  mull  tell 
The  Smart,  the  Twinges,  and  the  Racks  I  feel : 
This  Soul  of  mine  that  dreadful  Wound  has  borne, 
Off  from  its  Side  its  deareft  Half  is  torn, 
The  reft  lies  bleeding,  and  but  lives  to  mourn. 
Oh  infinite  Diftrefs  !  fuch.  raging  Grief 
Should  command  Pity,  and  defpair  Relief. 
Pamon,  methinks,.  fhould  rife  from  all  my  Groans,, 
Give  Senfe  to  Rocks,  and  Sympathy  to  Stones. 

Ye  dufky  Woods  and  echoing  Hills  around, 
Repeat  my  Cries  with  a  perpetual  Sound  : 
Be  all  ye  flovv'ry  Vales  with  Thorns  o'ergrowny 
Ami*  my  Sorrows,,  and  declare  your  own; 
Alas  !  Your  Lord  is  dead.     The  humble  Plain \  \ 
Muft  ne'er  receive  his  courteous  Feet  again  : 
Mourn  ye  gay  fmiling  Meadows,  and  be  (ecn. 
In  wintry  Robes,  inftead  of  youthful  Green; 
And  bid  the  Brook,  that  ftill  runs  warbling  by, 
Move  filent  on,  and  weep  his  ufelefs  Channel  dry. 
Hither  methinks  the  lowing  Herd  mould  come, 
And  moaning  Turtles  murmur  o'er  his  Tomb  : 
The  Oak  mall  wither,  and  the  curling  Vine  y 

Weep  his  young  Life  out,  while  his  Arms  untwine  L 

Their  amorous  Folds,  and  mix  his  bleeding  Soul  with  mine  3 
Ye  ftately  Elms,  in  your  long  Order  mourn  *, 
Strip  off  your  Pride  to  drefs  your  Mailer's  Urn : 
Here  gently  drop  your  Leaves,  inflead  of  Tears : 
Ye  Elms,  the  reverend  Growth  of  ancient  Years  *, 

*  There  was  a  long  row  of  tall  Elmt  then  fianding  where  fome  yean 
after  the  lower  Garden  was  made. 

Stand 
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Stand  tall  and  naked  to  the  bluftering  Rage 

Of  the  mad  Winds ;  thus  it  becomes  your  Age 

To  fhew  your  Sorrows.    Often  ye  have  feen 

Our  Heads  reclin'd  upon  the  rifing  Green  ; 

Beneath  your  facred  Shade  diffus'd  we  lay, 

Here  Friendship  reign'd  with  an  unbounded  Sway : 

Hither  our  Souls  their  conflant  Off 'rings  brought, 

The  Burthens  of  the  Breait,  and  Labours  of  the  Thought ; 

Our  opening  Bofoms  on  the  Confcious  Ground 

Spread  all  the  Sorrows  and  the  Joys  we  found, 

And  mingled  every  Care ;  nor  was  it  known 

Which  of  the  Pains  and  Pleafures  were  our  own  ; 

Then  with  an  equal  Hand  and  honeft  Soul 

We  ihare  the  Heap,  yet  both  poffefs  the  Whole, 

And  all  the  Paffions  there  thro'  both  our  Bofoms  roll. 

By  turns  we  comfort,  and  by  turns  complain, 

And  bear  and  eafe  by  turns  the  Sympathy  of  Pain. 


i 


Friendship!  myfterious Thing,  what  Magic  Pow'rs 
Support  thy  Sway,  and  charm  thefe  Minds  of  ours  ? 
Bound  to  thy  Foot  we  boaft  our  Birth-right  Hill, 
And  dream  of  Freedom,  when  we've  loll  our  Will, 
And  chang'd  away  our  Souls :  At  thy  Command 
We  fnatch  new  Miferies  from  a  foreign  Hand, 
To  call  them  ours ;  and,  thoughtlefs  of  our  Eafe, 
Plague  the  dear  Self  that  we  were  born  to  pleafe* 
Thou  Tyrannefs  of  Minds,  whofe  cruel  Throne 
Heaps  on  poor  Mortals  Sorrows  not  their  own  ; 
As  though  our  Mother  Nature  could  no  more 
Find  Woes  fufficient  for  each  Son  fhe  bore, 
Friendship  divides  the  Shares,  and  lengthens  out  the  Store. 

Yet 


! 
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Yet  are  we  fond  of  thine  imperious  Reign, 
Proud  of  thy  Slavery,  wanton  in  our  Pain, 
And  chide  the  courteous  Hand  when  Death  diffolves  the 
Chain. 

Virtue,  forgive  the  Thought !  the  raving  Mufe 
Wild  and  defpairing  knows  not  what  fhe  does, 
Grows  mad  in  Grief,  and  in  her  favage  Hours 
Affronts  the  Name  fhe  loves  and  fhe  adores. 
She  is  thy  Vot'refs  too ;  and  at  thy  Shrine, 
O  facred  Friendship,  offer' d  Songs  Divine, 
While  GUNSTON  liv'd,  and  both  our  Souls  were  thine 
Here  to  thefe  Shades  at  folemn  Hours  we  came, 
To  pay  Devotion  with  a  mutual  Flame, 
Partners  in  Blifs      Sweet  Luxury  of  the  Mind  f 
And  fweet  the  Aids  of  Senfe !  Each  ruder  Wind 
Slept  in  its  Caverns,  while  an  Evening- Breeze 
Fann'd  the  Leaves  gently,  fporting  thro'  the  Trees  $ 
The  Linnet  and  the  Lark  their  Vefpers  fung, 
And  Clouds  of  Crimfon  o'er  th'  Horizon  hung  ; 
The  flow-declining  Sun  with  floping  Wheels 
Sunk  down  the  golden  Day  behind  the  V/eftern  Hills. 

Mourn,  ye  young  Gardens,   ye  unfinifh'd  Gates, 
Ye  green  Jnclofures,  and  ye  growing  Sweets 
Lament,  for  ye  our  Midnight  Hours  have  known^, 
And  watch'd  us  walking  by  the  filent  Moon 
In  Conference  divine,  while  heavenly  Fire 
Kindling  our  Breafts  did  all  our  Thoughts  infpire 
With  Joys  almoft  immortal  ;  then  our  Zeal 
Blaz'd  and  burnt  high  to  reach  th'  Ethereal  Hill, 
And  Love  refin'd,  like  that  above  the  Poles, 
Threw  both  our  Arms  round  one  another's  Souls 

In 
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In  Rapture  and  Embraces.     Oh  forbear, 
Forbear,  my  Song  !  this  is  too  much  to  hear, 
Tco  dreadful  to  repeat ;  fuch  joys  as  thefe 
Fled  from  the  Earth  for  ever ! 

Oh  for  a  general  Grief!  let  all  things  fhare 
Our  Woes,  that  knew  our  Loves :  The  neighbouring  Air 
Let  it  be  laden  with  immortal  Sighs, 
And  tell  the  Gales,  that  every  Breath  that  flies 
Over  thefe  Fields  mould  murmur  and  complain, 
And  kifs  the  fading  Grafs,  and  propagate  the  Pain. 
Weep  all  ye  Buildings,  and  the  Groves  around 
For  ever  weep  :  this  is  an  endlefs  Wound,. 
Vail  and  incurable.     Ye  Buildings  knew 
His  Silver  Tongue,  ye  Groves  have  heard  it  too : 
At  that  dear  Sound  no  more  mall  ye  rejoice, 
And  I  no  more  muft  hear  the  charming  Voice : 
Woe  to  my  drooping  Soul  [  that  heavenly  Breath 
That  could  fpeak  Life  iies  now  congealed  in  Death  ; 
While  on  his  folded  Lips  all  cold  and  pale 
Eternal  Chains  and  heavy  Silence  dwell. 

Yet  my  fond  Hope  would  hear  him  fpeak  again, 
Once  more  at  leaft,  one  gentle  Word,  and  then 
GUNS  TON  aloud  I  call :  In  vain  I  cry 
GUNS  TON  aloud ;  for  he  muft  ne'er  reply. 
In  vain  I  mourn,  and  drop  thefe  Funeral  Tears, 
Death  and  the  Grave  have  neither  Eyes  nor  Ears : 
Wandring  I  tune  my  Sorrows  to  the  Groves, 
And  vent  my  fwelling  Griefs,  and  tell  the  Winds  our  Loves  -r 
While  the  dear  Youth  fleeps  faft,  and  hears  them  not : 
He  hath  forgot  me :  in  the  lonefome  Vault 

Mindlels 
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Mindlefs  of  WATTS  and  Friendfhip,  cold  he  lies, 
Deaf  and  unthinking  Clay. 

But  whither  am  I  led  ?  this  artlefs  Grief 
Hurries  the  Mufe  on,  obftinate  and  deaf 
To  all  the  nicer  Rules,  and  bears  her  down 
From  the  tail  Fabrick  to  the  neighbouring  Ground  : 
The  pleafing  Hours,  the  happy  Pvioments  paft  ^ 

In  thefe  fweet  Fields  reviving  on  my  Tafte  > 

Snatch  me  away  refiftlefs  with  impetuous  Hafte.  *$ 

Spread  thy  flrong  Pinions  once  again,  my  Song, 
And  reach  the  Turret  thou  haft  left  fo  long : 
O'er  the  wide  Roof  its  lofty  Head  it  rears, 
Long  waiting  our  Converfe  ;  but  only  hears 
The  noify  Tumults  of  the  Realms  on  high ; 
The  Winds  falute  it  whittling  as  they  fly, 
Or  jarring  round  the  Windows :  rattling  Showers 
Lafh  the  fair  Sides ;  above  loud  Thunder  roars ; 
But  Hill  the  Mafter  fleeps ;  nor  hears  the  Voice 
Of  facred  Friendfhip,  nor  the  Tempeft's  Noife : 
An  Iron  Slumber  fits  an  every  Senfe, 
In  vain  the  heavenly  Thunders  ftrive  to  roufe  it  thence* 

One  Labour  more,  my  Mufe,  the  golden  Sphere 
Seems  to  demand  :  See  thro'  the  dufky  Air 
Downward  it  fhines  upon  the  rifing  Moon  ; 
And,  as  fhe  labours  up  to  reach  her  Noon, 
Purfues  her  Orb  with  repercumve  Light, 
And  ftreaming  Gold  repays  the  paler  Beams  of  Night : 
But  not  one  Ray  can  reach  the  darkfome  Grave, 
Or  pierce  the  folid  Gloom  that  fills  the  Cave 

Where 
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Where  GUNSTON  dwells  in  Death.     Behold  it  flames 

Like  fome  new  Meteor  with  difFufive  Beams 

Thro'  the  Mid-heaven,  and  overcomes  the  Stars ; 

"  So  mines  thy  GUNS  TO  Ws  Soul  above  the  Spheres 

Raphael  replies,  and  wipes  away  my  Tears. 

*'  We  faw  the  Flefh  fink  down  with  clofmg  Eyes, 

u  We  heard  thy  Grief  fkriek  out,  He  dies,  He  dies, 

u  Miftaken  Grief!  to  call  the  Flefh  the  Friend  ! 

*'  On  our  fair  Wings  did  the  bright  Youth  afcend, 

f  All  Heav'n  embraced  him  with  immortal  Love, 

*'  And  fung  his  Welcome  to  the  Courts  above. 

4i  Gentle  Ithuriel  led  him  round  the  Skies, 

"  The  Buildings  firuck  him  with  immenfe  Surprize  ; 

"  The  Spires  ail  radiant,  and  the  Manfions  bright, 

*'  The  Roof  high-vaulted  with  Ethereal  Light: 

"  Beauty  and  Strength  on  the  tall  Bulwarks  fat 

"  In  heavenly  Diamond ;  and  for  every  Gate 

u  On  Golden  Hinges  a  broad  Ruby  turns 

€i  Guards  off  the  Foe,  and  as  it  moves  it  burns ; 

u  Millions  of  Glories  reign  thro'  every  part; 

**  Infinite  Power,  and  uncreated  Art 

"  Stand  here  difplay'd,  and  to  the  Stranger  mow 

"  How  it  out-fhines  the  nobleft  Seats  below. 

u  The  Stranger  fed  his  gazing  Pow'rs  awhile 

"  Tranfported  :  Then,  with  a  regardlefs  Smile, 

u  Glanc'd  his  Eye  downward  thro'  the  Cryftal  Floor, 

"  And  took  eternal  Leave  of  what  he  built  before. 

Now,  fair  Urania,  leave  the  doleful  Strain  ; 
Raphael  commands :  AfTume  thy  Joys  again. 
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In  cverlafting  Numbers  fing,  and  fay, 

"  GUNSTON  has  mov'd  his  Dwelling  to  the  Realms 

of  Day ; 
"  GUNS  TON  the  Friend  lives  ftill :  And  give  thy 

Groans  away. 


An    E  L  E  G  Y    on 

Mr.   THOMAS   GOUGE. 

T  O 
Mr.  ARTHUR    SHAILET,  Merch*. 

Worthy  Sir, 

THE  Subjecl  of  the  following  Elegy  was  high  in  your 
Efteem,  and  enjoy  d  a  large  Share  of  your  Ajfeftiom. 
Scarce  doth  his  Memory  need  the  AJJiJlance  of  the  Mufe  to 
make  it  perpetual ' ;  hut  when/he  can  at  once  pay  her  Honours 
to  the  venerable  Dead,  and  by  this  Addrefs  acknowledge  the 
Favours  Jhe  has  receiv  d  from  the  Living,  'tis  a  double 
fhafure  to, 

S  I  R, 

Your  Obliged  Humble  Servant, 
/.    WATTS. 

To 
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To  the  Memory  of  the 


Revd.  Mr.  THO MA  S   GOUGE, 

Who  died  Jan.  8,h,  i$§& 


Pfal.  137. 
Lament,  u. 


I. 

YE  Virgin-Souls,  whofe  fweet  Complaint 
Could  teach  Euphrates  not  to  flow, 
Could  Sions  Ruin  fo  divinely  paint,  2>  3- 

Array'd  in  Beauty  and  in  Woe  : 

Awake,  ye  Virgin-Souls,  to  mourn, 
And  with  your  tuneful  Sorrows  drefs  a  Prophet's  Urn. 

O  could  my  Lips  or  flowing  Eyes 

But  imitate  fuch  charming  Grief, 

Pd  teach  the  Seas,  and  teach  the  Skies 

Wailings,  and  Sobs,  and  Sympathies, 

Nor  fhould  the  Stones  or  Rocks  be  deaf; 

Rocks  fhall  have  Eyes,  and  Stones  have  Ears 
While  GOUGE's  Death  is  mourn'd  in  Melody  and  Tears. 

II. 

Heav'n  was  impatient  of  our  Crimes, 

And  fent  his  Minifter  of  Death 
To  fcourge  the  bold  Rebellion  of  the  Times, 
And  to  demand  our  Prophet's  Breath ; 

He  came  commiffion'd  for  the  Fates 

Of  awful  MEAD,  and  charming  BATES; 

There 
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There  he  effay'd  the  Vengeance  firft, 
Then  took  a  difmal  Aim,  and  brought  great  G  0  UG  E  to 
Dull. 

III. 
Great  GOUGE  to  Dull!  how  doleful  is  the  Sound  ! 
How  vail  the  Stroke  is !  and  how  wide  the  Wound  ! 

Oh  painful  Stroke  !  diftrefling  Death ! 
A  Wound  unmeafurably  wide 
No  vulgar  Mortal  dy'd 
When  he  refign'd  his  Breath. 
The  Mufe  that  mourns  a  Nation's  Fall, 
Should  wait  at  G  O  U  G  E  's  Funeral, 
Should  mingle  IVJajefty  and  Groans, 
Such  as  fhe  fmgs  to  finking  Thrones, 
And  in  deep  founding  N  umbers  tell, 
How  Sion  trembled,  when  this  Pillar  fell. 
Sion  grows  weak,  and  England  poor, 
Nature  her  felf,  with  all  her  Store, 
Can  furniih  fuch  a  Pomp  for  Death  no  more. 

IV. 

The  Reverend  Man  let  all  things  mourn  ; 

Sure  he  was  fome  ^Ethereal  Mind, 

Fated  in  Flefh  to  be  confin'd, 
And  order'd  to  be  born. 
His  Soul  was  of  th'  Angelic  Frame, 
The  fame  Ingredients,  and  the  Mould  the  fame, 
When  the  Creator  makes  a  Minifter  of  Flame, 

He  was  all  form'd  of  heav'nly  Things, 
Mortals,  believe  what  my  Urania  fmgs, 
For  (he  has  feen  him  rife  upon  his  flamy  Wings, 


V. 
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How  would  he  mount,  hew  would  he  fly 
Up  thro'  the  Ocean  of  the  Sky, 

Tow'rd  the  Cceleftial  Coaft! 
With  what  amazing  Swiftnefs  foar 
Till  Earth's  dark  Ball  was  feen  no  more, 

And  all  its  Mountains  loft ! 
Scarce  xould  the  Mufe  purfue  him  with  her  Sight : 

But,  Angels,  you  can  tell, 
For  oft  you  meet  his  wondrous  Flight, 

And  knew  the  Stranger  well ; 
Say,  how  he  pail  the  radiant  Spheres 
And  vifited  your  happy  Seats, 
And  trae'd  the  well-known  Turnings  of  the  golden  Streets, 

And  waik'd  among  the  Stars. 

VL 

Tell  how  he  climb'd  the  Everlafting  Hills 

Surveying  all  the  Realms  above, 
Borne  on  a  ftrong-wing'd  Faith,  and  on  the  fiery  Wheels 
Of  an  immortal  Love. 
'Twas  there  he  took  a  Glorious  Sight 
Of  the  Inheritance  of  Saints  in  Light, 
And  read  their  Title  in  their  Saviour's  Rights 
How  oft  the  humble  Scholar  came, 
And  to  your  Fongs  he  rais'd  his  Ears 
To  learn  th'  unutterable  Name, 
To  view  th'  Eternal  Bafe  that  bears, 

The  new  Creation's  Frame. 
The  Countenance  of  God  he  faw, 
Full  of  Mercy  ;  full  of  Awe, 
The  Glories  of  his  Power,  and  Glories  of  his  Grace : 

There 
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There  he  beheld  the  wond'rous  Springs 

Of  thofe  Celeftial  facred  Things, 
The  peaceful  Gofpel,  and  the  fiery  Law 

In  that  Mrjeitic  Face. 
That  Face  did  all  his  gazing  Powers  employ, 
With  moil  profound  Abafement  and  exalted  joy* 

The  Rolls  of  Fate  were  half  unfeaPd. 
He  flood  adoring  by  ; 

The  Volumes  open'd  to  his  Eye, 

And  fweet  Intelligence  he  held 
With  ail  his  mining  Kindred  of  the  Sky« 
VII. 

Ye  Seraphs  that  furround  the  Throne, 
Tell  how  his  Name  was  thro*  the  Palace  known. 
How  warm  his  Zeal  was,  and  how  like  your  own  7 
Speak  it  aloud,  let  half  the  Nation  hear, 

And  bold  Blafphemers  mrink  and  fear  *  : 
Impudent  Tongues,  to  blaft  a  Prophet's  Name  ! 
The  Poifon  fure  was  fetch'd  from  Hell, 
Where  the  old  Blafphemers  dwell, 
To  taint  the  pure  it  Dull,  and  blot  the  whiteft  Fame  J 
Impudent  Tongues !  You  ihould  be  darted  thro', 

Nail'd  to  your  own  black  Mouths,  and  lie 

Ufelefs  and  dead  till  Slander  die, 
Till  Slander  die  with  you. 
VIII. 

"  We  faw  him,  fay  th'  Ethereal  Throng,' 

*'  We  faw  his  warm  Devotions  rife, 

"  We  heard  the  Fervour  of  his  Cries, 

*'  And  mix'd  his  Praifes  with  our  Song  : 

*  71q*  hi  was  fo  great  and  good  a  Man  be  did  not  efcape  Grrtfirti 

p  «  w* 
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'*  We  knew  the  fecret  Flights  of  his  retiring  Hours, 

"  Nightly  he  wak'd  his  inward  Powers, 
"  Young  Ifrael  rofe  to  wreflle  with  his  God, 
"  And  with  unconquer'd  Force  fcal'd  the  celeilial  Towers, 
"  To  reach  the  Bleffing  down  for  thofe  that  fought  his 
Blood. 

*'  Oft  we  beheld  the  Thunderer's  Hand 

"  Rais'd  high  to  erufli  the  factious  Foe  ; 
u  As  oft  we  faw  the  rolling  Vengeance  ftand 

"  Doubtful  t1  obey  the  dread  Command, 
u  While  his  afcending  Pray'r  upheld  the  falling  Blow. 
IX. 

Draw  the  pail  Scenes  of  thy  Delight, 
§Ay  Mufe,  and  bring  the  wond'rous  Ivlan  to  fight. 

.Place  him  furrounded  as  he  flood 

With  pious  Crowds,  while  from  his  Tongue 
A  Stream  of  Harmony  ran  foft  along, 
j^nd  every  Ear  drank  in  the  flowing  Good  : 

Softly  it  ran  its  filver  Way, 
Till  warm  Devotion  rais'd  the  Current  itrong  : 
Then  fervid  Zeal  on  the  fweet  Deluge  rode, 

Life,  Love  and  Glory,  Grace  and  Joy, 
Divinely  rolTd  promiicuous  on  the  Torrent -Flood, 
And  bore  our  raptur'd  Senfe  away,  and  Thoughts  an$ 
Souls  to  God. 

O  might  we  dwell  for  ever  there  I 
No  more  return  to  breathe  this  grofTer  Air, 
This  Atmofphere  of  Sin,  Calamity  and  Care. 

X. 
But  heavenly  Scenes  foon  leave  the  Sight 

While  we  belong  to  Clay, 
PaJHons  of  Terror  and  Delight, 

pemapd  alternate  Sway. 

Behold 
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Behold  the  Man,  whole  awful  Voice 

Could  well  proclaim  the  fiery  Law, 

Kindle  the  Flames  that  Mojes  law. 

And  fwell  the  Trumpet's  warlike  Noife. 
He  Hands  the  Herald  of  the  threatning  Skies, 
Lo,  on  his  reverend  Brow  the  Frowns  divinely  rife, 
All  Sinai's  Thunder  on  his  Tongue,  and  Lightning  in  h* 
Eyes. 

Round  the  high  Roof  the  Curie , 

Diiiingui.hi  ag  each  guilty  Bead, 
Far  from  th'  unequal  War  the  Alheift  fled,. 

Flis  kindled  Arrows  ftill  purfue, 

His  Arrows  flrike  the  Atheift  thro', 
And  o'er  his  inmoit  Powers  a  fliuddering  Horror  if  re?4, 
The  Marble  Heart  groans  with  an  inward  Wound : 

Biafpheming  Souls  of  hardened  Sceel 
Shriek  out  amaz'a  at  the  new  Pangs  they  feel, 

And  dread  the  Echoes  of  the  Sound. 

The  lofty  Wretch  arnrd  and  array' d 
In  gaudy  Pride  finks  down  his  impious  Head, 
Plunges  in  dark  Defpair,  and  mingles  with  the  Dead, 
XL 

Now,  Mufe,  arlume  a  (otter  Strain, 

Now  footh  the  Sinner's  raging  Smart, 

Borrow  of  GOUGE  the  wondVous  Art 
To  calm  the  furging  Confcience,  and  aiTvvage  the  Pain  y 

Fie  from  a  bleeding  God  derives 

Life  for  the  Souls  that  Guilt  had  {lain, 

And  ftrait  the  dying  Rebel  lives, 
The  Dead  arife  again  ; 

The  .opening  Skies  almoft  obey 

His  powerful  Song  ;  a  heavenly  Ray 

P  z  Awak* 
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Awakes  Defpair  to  Light,  and  flieds  a  chearfid  Day, 
His  wondrous  Voice  rolls  back  the  Spheres, 
Recals  the  Scenes  of  ancient  Years, 

To  make  the  Saviour  known  ; 
Sweetly  the  %ing  Charmer  roves 
Thro'  all  his  Labours  and  his  Loves, 
The  Anguiih  of  his  Crofs,  and  Triumphs  of  his  Throne, 
XIL 
Come,  he  invites  our  Feet  to  tiy 
The  fceep  Afcent  of  Cahary. 
.And  fcts  the  fatal  Tree  before  our  Eye  : 
See  here  Celeilial  Sorrow  reigns ; 
Rude  Nails  and  ragged  Thorns  lay  by, 
Ting'd  with  the  Crimibn  of  Redeeming  Veins, 
In  wond'rous  Words  he  fung  the  vital  Flood 
Where  all  our  Sins  were  drown'd, 
Words  fit  to  heal  and  fit  to  wound, 
Sharp  as  the  Spear,  and  balmy  as  the  Blood. 
In  his  Difcourfe  divine 
Afrefh  the  purple  Fountain  flow'd  ; 
Cur  falling  Tears  kept  fympathetic  Time, 
And  trickled  to  the  Ground, 
While  every  Accent  gave  a  doleful  Sound, 
Sad  as  the  breaking  Heart-firings  of  th'  expiring  God, 
XIII. 
"Down  to  the  Manfions  of  the  Dead, 
With  trembling  Joy  our  Souls  are  led, 
The  Captives  of  his  Tongue  ; 
There  the  dear  Prince  of  Light  reclines  his  Head 
Darknefs  and  Shades  among. 

with 
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With  pleafirig  Horror  we  furvey 

The  Caverns  of  the  Tomb,. 
Where  the  belovM  Redeemer  lay, 

And  med  a  fweet  Perfume. 
Hark,  the  old  Earthquake  roars  again 
In  GOUGEy  Voice,  and  breaks  the  Chain 
Of  heavy  Death,  and  rends  the  Tombs ; 
The  Rifing  Goof  he  comes,  he  comes, 
With  Throngs  of  waking  Saints,  a  long  triumphing  Trianv 
XIV. 
See  the  bright  Squadrons  of  the  Sky, 
Downward  on  Wings  of  Joy  and  Halle  they  fly, 
Meet  their  returning  Sovereign,  and  attend  him  high. 
A  mining  Car  the  Conqueror  fills, 
Formed  of  a  golden  Cloud  ; 
Slowly  the  Pomp  moves  up  the  azure  Hills-, 

Old  Satan  foams  and  yells  aloud, 
And  gnaws  th'  eternal  Brafs  that  binds  him  to  the  Wheels, 
The  opening  Gates  of  Elifs  receive  their  King, 

The  Father-God  fmiles  on  his  Son, 
Pays  him  the  Honours  he  has  won, 
The  lofty  Thrones  adore,  a  little  Cherubs  fing. 
Behold  him  on  his  native  Throne, 
Glory  fits  fall  upon  his  Head  ; 
Drefs'd  in  new  Light,  and  beamy  Robes, 
Kis  Hand  rolls  on  the  Seafons,  and  the  fhinint  Globes-, 
And  faays  the  living  Worlds,  and  Regions  of  the  Dead, 

XV. 
G  O  UG  E  was  his  Envoy  to  the  Reals*  below, 
Vail  was  his  Truil,  and  great  his  Skill, 

P  3  Bright 
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Bright  the  Credentials  he  could  (how, 

And  thoufands  own'd  the  Seal. 
His  hallowed  Lips  could  well  impart 
The  Grace,  the  Promife,  and  Command  : 
He  knew  the  Pity  of  ImmanuePs  Heart, 

And  Terrors  of  JEHOVAH'*  Hand. 
How  did  our  Souls  flart  out  to  hear 
The  EmbafTies  of  Love  he  bare, 
While  every  Ear  in  Rapture  hung 
Upon  the  charming  Wonders  of  his  Tongue, 
Life's  bury  Cares  a  facred  Silence  bound, 
Attention  flood  with  all  her  Powers, 
With  fixed  Eyes  and  Awe  profound, 
Chained  to  the  Pleafure  of  the  Sound, 
Nor  knew  the  flying  Hours. 
XVI. 
But  O  my  Everlafting  Grief! 
Heaven  has  recall' d  his  Envoy  from  our  Eyes, 
Hence  Deluges  of  Sorrow  rife, 
Nor  hope  th'  impofTible  Relief 
Ye  Remnants  of  the  facred  Tribe 
Who  feel  the  Lofs,  come  fhare  the  Smart, 

And  mix  your  Groans  with  mine  : 
Where  is  the  Tongue  that  can  defcribe 
Infinite  Thin—  with  equal  Art, 

Or  Language  Co  c}\\me  ? 
Oui  Pafli(      want  the  heavenly  Flame, 
'Almighty  Love  breath;  faintly  in  cur  Songs, 
And  awful  Threat n in gs  languifh  on  our  Tongues ; 

HO  WE  is  a  great  but  fingle  Name  ; 
Arnidit  the  Crowd  he  {lands  alone  * 

Stands 
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Stands  yet,  but  with  his  ftarry  Pinions  on, 
Drefl  for  the  Flight,  and  ready  to  be  gone, 

Eternal  God,  command  his  Stay, 

Stretch  the  dear  Months  of  his  Delay ; 
O  we  could  wifh  his  Age  were  one  immortal  Day  ? 

But  when  the  flaming  Chariot's  come, 
And  mining  Guards,  t1  attend  thy  Prophet  home, 

Amidft  a  thoufand  weeping  Eyes, 
Send  an  Elifia  down,  a  Soul  of  equal  Size, 
Or  burn  this  worthlefs  Globe,  and  take  us  to  the  Skies, 
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